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':R.otes and 'fbomment 
BY THE EDITORS 
Vicious Propaganda 
WHAT Every Congressman 
Should Know_, a booklet of 
sixty-three pages, published by 
the Pelley Publishers, recently 
reached our desk. It is a piece of 
propaganda literature that aims 
at arousing prejudice against the 
Jew in our country. After discuss-
ing the question, "Why Should 
the Federal Government Contain 
So Many Jews?" it lists the Jews 
in our government and places at 
their head our own president, 
basing this claim on nothing more 
. than that the Roosevelt name was 
once "Rosenvelt" and that the 
first Roosevelt who came to Amer-
ica had as wife J annetje Samuels, 
who "must have been a J ewess, 
for Samuels is by no means a 
Dutch surname," and that their 
son Nicholas married Heyltje 
1 
Kunst-"obviously another Jew-
ess." Then the list continues with 
forty-three pages of other men 
who are called Jews and who are 
engaged in one or the other 
branches of governmental work. 
We do not ordinarily take cog-
nizance of literature of this type 
because it is not worthy of the 
attention of respectable people; 
but in this instance, because it is 
so obviously intended to foster 
race hatred among our people, we 
do not hesitate to condemn this 
pamphlet and all literature of this 
type as thoroughly reprehensible 
and both un-American and un-
Christian in character. 
We do not know if President 
Roosevelt has Jewish blood in his 
veins or not-certainly the "evi-
dence" offered in this pamphlet 
is far from conclusive- nor do we 
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care. He is our president, and if 
he were I 00 per cent Jewish, that 
fact would not make him unfit or 
incapable of holding the high of-
fice of chief executive of our na-
tion, worthy of all the honors 
pertaining to that office. And that 
i~ true of any office or position in 
our government. It would be a 
sorry day for our democracy if 
the time ever came when the can-
didate for any office, elective or 
appointive, should first have to 
be tested as to his racial antece-
dents. 
Concerning Lying 
T HE basic issue in the conflict between the isolationists and 
interventionists in America today 
lies in the answer to the question, 
"Is Adolf Hitler to be believed 
when he says he has no designs 
on the Western Hemisphere?" 
·Those who, for one reason or an-
other, believe him naturally will 
become isolationists. Those who 
have their doubts lean toward in-
terventionism. 
What are the chances that 
Adolf Hitler is telling the truth 
at any given moment? Certainly 
his record is against him. A few 
statements for permanent refer-
ence may be of value. 
1934: "I most emphatically re-
ject the assertion of the Austrian 
government that any attack on 
the part of the Reich against the 
Austrian State will be undertaken 
or even planned." 
1936: "We have no territorial 
demands to make in Europe." 
1937: "The German govern-
ment has assured Belgium and 
Holland of its readiness to recog-
nize and guarantee these states as 
untouchable and neutral regions 
for all time." 
1938: "To all the states border-
ing on our frontiers we have given 
assurance of the inviolability of 
their territory so far as Germany 
is concerned." 
1939: "We have just celebrated 
the conclusion of our non-aggres-
sion pact with Poland. There can 
scarcely be any difference of opin-
ion today among the true friends 
of peace with regard to the value 
of this agreement." 
The record looks bad. It is, of 
course, obvious that Adolf Hitler 
has no monopoly on lying. It 
seems to be a common fault of 
statesmen and politicians. On the 
other hand, his oft-quoted state-
ment that "the bigger the lie, the 
more likely it is to carry convic-
tion" has undoubtedly proved 
successful in his own career. Iso-
lationists who believe that Hitler 
will not enter the Western Hem-
isphere must base their reasoning 
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A Christian Cause 
ANTI-SEMITISM in our country 
has again reared its ugly 
head. When Charles A. Lind-
bergh in his address in Des 
Moines, Iowa, in September, 
charged "the three most impor-
tant groups which have been 
pressing this country toward war 
are the British, the Jewish, and 
the Roosevelt administration," he 
must have known that there were 
enough Jew-baiters in America 
who would applaud his accusa-
tion and that his attack would 
gain him new followers. 
We know that even devout 
Christians may find it difficult 
completely to squelch within their 
hearts every impulse toward anti-
Semitism. Bible readers know that 
John the Baptist, Jesus, and Paul 
said some very harsh words about 
the Jews, referring to them as 
"hypocrites," "blind leaders of 
the blind," "fools and blind," and 
"hard-hearted and uncircumcised 
of heart." Christians know, too, 
that it was the Jews who clam-
ored for the crucifixion of the 
Savior and instigated the first per-
secutions against His disciples. 
Students of church history may 
also remember that there were 
few church fathers in the early 
centuries who did not write a 
Contra ]udaeos} that throughout 
the Middle Ages hardly a council 
or synod met which did not pass 
a resolution unfavorable to the 
Jews, and that papal decrees 
frequently warned the faithful 
against every association with 
them. And, without doubt, often 
enough Jews themselves invited 
pogroms and persecutions. 
Yet all these considerations do 
not justify anti-Semitism. The 
Savior gave His life for all and 
enjoined on His disciples love of 
all their fellowmen. We are hap-
py, therefore, that Lindbergh's 
attack did not go unchallenged. 
Among those who sensed the dan-
ger in Lindbergh's charge was Dr. 
Justin Wroe Nixon, professor at 
Colgate-Rochester Divinity School, 
who warned Americans that "an-
ti-Semitism is anti-Christianity. 
The man who fights anti-Semi-
tism in any form is fighting for 
his country and for the Christian 
religion.'' 
It is refreshing, too, to read in 
Religious News Service that both 
Catholics and Protestants have 
within recent years voiced their 
opposition to anti-Semitism. Pope 
Pius XI, addressing a group of 
Belgian pilgrims in September, 
1938, said, "Abraham is called 
our patriarch, our ancestor. Anti-
Semitism is not compatible with 
the sublime reality of this text; 
it is a movement which we Chris-
tians cannot share." Soon after 
Catholic groups such as the N a-
tiona! Catholic Educational Asso-
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ciation, the National Catholic 
AI umni Federation, the Catholic 
Daughters of America, and the 
Catholic Information Society offi-
cially condemned anti-Semitism. 
Among Protestant groups which 
have taken similar action we note 
the following: in January, 1939, 
the National Lutheran Council 
condemned persecution of Jews in 
Germany; in March, 1939, the 
Disciples of Christ condemned 
race hatred, with particular refer-
ence to anti-Semitism; in June, 
1939, the Reformed Church of 
America called upon Christians 
to "rebuke all anti-Semitism"; in 
the same month the Northern 
Baptist convention adopted a 
statement condemning anti-Semi-
tism saying, "It will be a sorry 
day for the churches of America 
if intolerance shall be allowed to 
enter." The Northern Baptists re-
peated their warning against anti-
Semitism at their 1941 conven-
tion. In April, 1940, the bishops 
of the Methodist Church issued a 
call to 8,000,000 Methodists to 
"stand as a bulwark" against anti-
Semitism. The Presbyterians, at 
their 1940 General Assembly, 
pledged themselves to participate 
"in every world effort to com-
bat anti-Semitism." Other bodies 
which have denounced anti-Semi-
tism include the Quakers, the In-
ternational Christian Endeavor 
Society, the Congregational and 
Christian Church, and the Na-
tional Conference of Methodist 
Youth. 
May all Christians the country 
over come to the fore as fearless 
champions of tolerance of the 
Jews and counteract the present 
wave of anti-Semitism which is 
passing over our country! 
Microphotography 
THE wholesale bombing of Brit-
ish cities has given a powerful 
impetus to the development of 
microphotography. Before the 
out break of the war business 
houses, banks, libraries, and mu-
seums in the United States had 
made far greater use of this means 
of preserving copies of documents 
and books than had been done in 
England. Now, however, the ter-
rible destruction wrought by ex-
plosive and incendiary bombs has 
taught the British how vitally im-
portant it is to be able to keep 
miniature photographs of valu-
able records in safe places. The 
London correspondent of the 
Manchester Guardian recently re-
ported that after the great fire in 
December, 1940, expert photogra-
phers were literally overwhelmed 
with partially burned documents 
which were brought to them to 
decipher, with damaged ledgers, 
share registers, indexes, patent 
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drawings, and major deeds. The 
writer went on to say: 
One foresees that our present dan-
gers will lead to a wide development 
of microphotography for the benefit 
of libraries, scientific societies, and 
other specialized bodies; for students 
and general readers; and for the con-
venience of business firms with many 
branches, who can make and transmit 
copies of documents at small cost and 
also be sure that a minute record of 
every important document is pre-
served. 
War Behind the Lines 
I s Adolf Hitler beginning to realize the truth of Balzac's 
famous statement that "of all 
seeds committed to the soil none 
rises more fruitfully than the 
blood of martyrs"? The Fuhrer's 
military forces are still formid-
able; but embittered warfare 
against him is going on with ever 
increasing fury behind the lines. 
Will the Nazis be able to put an 
end to all sabotage and to all ac-
tive as well as passive resistance 
on the part of the inhabitants of 
subjugated nations? Will whole-
sale arrests and busy firing-squads 
cause the men and the women in 
occupied countries to co-operate 
wholeheartedly with their con-
querors? No. Hitler's brutal meas-
ures of repression and terrorism 
will only sow more profusely the 
seed that will germinate to wreak 
CJ terrible vengeance, just as the 
cruel and utterly indefensible oc-
cupation of the Ruhr by France 
in 1923 did much to bring about 
Germany's determination to crush 
the Third Republic. 
Many of the Germans are thor-
oughly sick of Hitler's brutality. 
There are reports that after new 
and unbelievably rigid anti-Jew-
ish laws had been imposed in the 
Third Reich "Aryan" German 
citizens of Berlin risked severe 
punishment by approaching Jew-
ish acquaintances and ostenta-
tious! y shaking hands with them. 
Subjugated France is proving to 
be a thorn in the Fuhrer's flesh. 
Denmark, Norway, Holland, Bel-
gium, Greece, and Yugoslavia, re-
fusing to bow to the invaders' 
will, are carrying on a stubborn 
fight against their "protectors." 
There is good reason to believe 
that the industrial plants of Nazi-
dominated Europe are working 
at only a little more than half of 
their normal capacity. In the 
Balkans cattle, horses, swine, 
sheep, and poultry are being 
slaughtered by the thousands be-
cause of a lack of suitable fodder. 
The grape crop of France is far 
below ·par not only because the 
Nazis have not been able to spare 
the copper sulphate needed for 
spraying the vines but also be-
cause the men and the women of 
France refuse to work energetical-
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ly for their Nazi overlords. War-
loot is no longer plentiful in the 
countries that have been overrun. 
The conquered are taking 
heart. Does Hitler see the hand-
writing on the wall? He is sitting 
on a volcano. 
Religion in Russia 
THE chairman of the Dies Com-
mittee has again issued an ear-
nest statement warning against 
the continued infiltration of Com-
munists into governmental posi-
tions. It may well be that the fu-
ture will show that this internal 
development is a greater menace 
to our free institutions than any 
that threatens from external foes. 
All the more bewildering is the 
unbroken apathy of our national 
administration toward communist 
machinations and its apparent 
friendliness to their program. It 
appears blind to the fact that 
American Communists have 
shaped and are shaping their 
policies, not in accordance with 
the interests of America, but in 
accordance with those of Russia. 
'"'hat more preposterous public 
utterance is there in American 
history than Roosevelt's attempt 
to make Russia appear a land of 
religious freedom like our own? 
What is one to think of his state-
ment that the Russians are pay-
ing cash for what they receive 
from us when later on it become~ 
known that the cash is our cash, 
which we are advancing to them 
as they have need of it? If our 
leaders are blind to the dangers 
of communism, or indifferent, it 
is time that those who are alive 
to these dangers organize and 
make their voice heard before 
irreparable damage has been 
done 
Journalistic Fluff 
NEWSPAPERS like to claim that 
they are agencies of educa-
tion and enlightenment. They 
are, however, primarily money-
making enterprises, and if it suits 
their purpose they will foster ig-
norance and superstition as read-
ily as anything else. As this is be-
ing written, the Chicago Tribune 
is carrying a daily feature called 
Wheel o' Fortune, under the 
question, "Were you Born under 
a Lucky Star?'' Readers are en-
couraged to send in their photo-
graphs and their date of birth. A 
certain number of the photo-
graphs are then published with 
a "personality reading," contain-
ing such momentous information 
as, "Your ruling planet is Mer-
cury," and such valuable advice 
as, "Your best day for advance-
ment is Tuesday" or, "Your key 
number is six." Anything that 
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will sell papers is grist for the 
newspaper mill, be it astrology, 
numerology, phrenology, voodoo, 
or any other hocus-pocus. 
Christian Colleges or Else 
IN a letter recently written to 
the Christian Century) former 
governor AI£. M. Landon of 
Kansas has pointed out what is 
the real difficulty threatening the 
future of many of the church 
colleges. His analysis cuts deep-
ly into the problem of ade-
quate funds for church-support-
ed schools. He suggests, in the 
first place, that "the colleges 
which have forfeited their right 
to ask for support as Christian 
colleges be promptly pruned from 
the list of church schools." He 
continues, 
"I firmly believe that if any college 
is to get support from a church it must 
be under the control and guidance and 
direction of that church. Too many 
colleges have been started under a 
church name, and then disregarded 
their obligation to the church for its 
early support and help. 
"Second, endowment funds are not 
going to be of the value to institutions 
that they have been in the past. The 
tax-supported school is going to have 
a distinct advantage over any en-
dowed institution. Any church-supported 
school that is actually supported by an 
annual income will also have a distinct 
advantage over any endowed institution. 
"In other words, if the church is 
prepared to recognize the importance 
of m~intaining its schools, and is will-
ing to put that at the top of the list 
of conference funds, then its schools 
will receive annual income similar to 
that which the tax-supported schools 
receive, while those schools that rely on 
endowments will see their income stead-
ily shrinking. 
"This will also tend to bring the 
church school back in closer relation 
with the church. And I certainly think 
that before a church pours its hard-
raised money into a school, now is the 
time definitely to establish church con-
trol ......... . 
"I don't know of any subject of 
greater importance to the healthy 
growth of Christian life and civic con-
sciousness in this country than that of 
maintaining a reasonable number of 
church schools. And I am sorry to say 
that I see little evidence of a realization 
on the part of my own church authori-
ties or college presidents of the neces-
sity for the drastic steps that are neces-
sary to preserve a strong group of 
Methodist colleges in the future." 
This and That 
IT is a well-known fact that, 
judging by the _number of ac-
cidents, the home is a highly 
dangerous place. At the recent 
Safety Congress in Chicago, Rog-
er W. Sherman, editor of the 
Architectural Record) gave the 
results of studies on the hazards 
involved in the various parts of 
houses. Porches and outside stairs 
were found to be the chief places 
of danger, being seven times as 
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dangerous as bathrooms, which 
popular opinion usually regards 
as the main threat. Bathrooms, 
in fact, have the lowest percent-
age of accidents among all rooms 
in constant use. Most of the haz-
ard can be eliminated from 
porches, outside stairs, and en-
tries by guard rails, non-slip 
treads, adequate lighting, a min-
imum change in grade, and pro-
tection from rain, sleet, and snow. 
One function after another has 
been taken from automobile 
drivers and been committed to 
the care of automatic devices. It 
is a far cry from the time when 
the luckless driver had to get out 
and crank the engine to this day 
of the fluid drive. Still, even now, 
the automobilist has to change 
the gear ratio to what he con-
siders right. Wouldn't it be a 
real improvement if gear ratios 
changed automatically and re-
quired no attention? Well, Har-
old E. Churchill, Studebaker en-
gineer, reported to the Society of 
Automotive Engineers that he 
has invented the necessary device 
and that it works. It only needs 
some perfecting, and then one 
will merely have to decide wheth-
er one wants to go forward or 
backward, step on the gas, and 
all the rest will take care of it-
self. 
It is estimated that 5,000,000 
people in thirty-one states have 
the condition known as "black 
tooth," ugly dark spots in the 
tooth enamel that cannot be re-
moved. This trouble is due to 
fluorides in the water supply, and 
the damage is done in childhood. 
Dr. Elias Elvove, of the U. S. 
Public Health Service, has devel-
oped a method for freeing such 
water of its fluorides. Those who 
are interested may communicate 
with Dr. Elvove at Washington. 
Americans will have to get 
along with fewer refrigerators, 
washing machines, ranges, and 
other articles containing iron be-
cause our scrap iron has for years 
been going to Japan, to be used 
against our friends, the Chinese. 
The production of our steel in-
dustry will fall 8,000,000 tons 
short of our needs this year, and 
the shortage for next year is es-
timated at 27,000,000, which can 
be cut down to 17,000,000 by 
pinching civilian needs. This, of 
course, fits beautifully into the 
general picture of our wisely 
"planned" economy. 
Gold and silver plating are fa-
miliar to everyone. Many will be 
surprised to hear that iron plat-
ing is also in use. In the printing 
of government currency and 
bonds, for example, nickel is 
first deposited on the mold, to 
catch the delicate detail, and 
then electrolytic iron is plated 
on the back to give strength. 
I 
I 
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The atom-smashing cyclotron 
is opening up ever new possibili-
ties in the field of medicine. Ele-
ments that are made radioactive 
in the cyclotron emit rays similar 
to those of radium or X-rays, and 
it is these radiations that hold 
such promise. Radiostrontium, 
for instance, when it enters the 
body goes immediately to the 
bones and thereby opens up the 
possibility of destroying · cancer-
ous bone cells with its radiations. 
Experimentation in this case .is 
still too recent to be conclusive, 
but the outlook is promising. Ra-
diophosphorus is being tried out 
on several blood diseases, and ra-
dioiodine in the treatment of tu-
mors and thyroid enlargement. 
Remembering Emerson 
Stones are but stones, 
Trees, trees, 
Brooks, brooks; 




What of the woods 
That sing in accents proud 
To silence loud 
Upon the verge of spring? 
Have rills and hills no keys 
To speech, to preach 
To listeners, 
Homilies? 
- RoLAND RYDER-SMITH. 
The PILGRIM 
11All the trumpets sounded for him on the 
other side." -PILGRIM'S PROGRESS 
B Y 0. P. K R E T Z M A N N 
October Afternoon 
A coLD wind is loose tonight and 
the leaves are falling like 
rain ... This afternoon I walked 
out beyond the highway which ig-
nores My Town to the fields 
brown under the October sky ... 
Corn stalks huddled against the 
north wind and the crows ar-
gued angrily over the last har-
vest of peace . . . Such a journey 
as this, by the way, is one of the 
joys of living in a small town ... 
In five minutes the world of war 
and men and nearness can drop 
behind the horizon and a world 
of peace and wind and distance 
cradles you like a quiet mother 
,.\'ho will always be waiting ... 
Beyond the threshold of our pris-
ons the corn rustled, the leaves 
fell, and the crows supplied the 
accompaniment . . . 
Here for a moment this Octo-
ber afternoon I look back through 
the years ... One of the most prof-
10 
itable things a man can do is to 
set aside a half hour to think of 
all the men and women, living 
and dead, who have justified 
one's faith in God, in the Church, 
and in the future ... Their num-
ber grows with the years . . . A 
few drop out, but more are added 
... One of them died up in Wis-
consin a few days ago . . . Apo-
plexy, they said ... That may be 
accurate enough for the medical 
record, but I believe there was 
something else ... I saw him for 
the last time in June-a little 
whiter and moving more slowly 
. . . "I have a few more things to 
do," he s~id, "and then I shall 
rest" ... For a moment he looked 
at me with eyes that had a touch 
of heaven about them: "You 
know I shall be very glad to rest" 
... And so a few days ago they 
carried him, who had carried so 
many others in a long life laid 
down on a great altar, to a small 
place on a Wisconsin hill-his 
--~' 
-.------ -
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body to the bound of the waste 
Cl nd his soul to the City of God ... 
:Friends . . . Perhaps too much 
has been written about the art of 
friendship and the value of 
friends for me to add anything at 
this late hour . . . Over the span 
of the years they present a shift-
ing panorama . . . Time and dis-
tance often take them away ... 
Some, however, remain to reach 
ever and anon across space and 
time ... From desks in Michigan, 
California, and New York they 
stretch out a hand full of laugh-
ter, counsel, and sorrow ... This 
time I should like to let one of 
them speak for a moment . . . 
He seems to have built a serenity 
of heart which is rare in our time 
... He writes: 
"Serene contentment is my lot this 
evening. Nothing seems to bother me. 
And when us columnists aren't irked 
that's something to be irked about, 
because ordinarily the irksome items 
are ink for the pen. However, before 
my stint is done the mood may 
change. 
"Here I am in the room that is 
facetiously called 'my study.' A 
soothing breeze is redolent with the 
cool breath of evening. It's great to 
be alive. I look at the jumble of un-
finished business piled high on my 
desk, and dismiss it all with a mental 
'So what!' Yes, what difference does 
it make? Next month is another 
month. Right now I feel sorry for 
those restless dyspeptic souls who are 
sticklers for precision and detail. 
Their persnickitiness may give them 
a sort of personal satisfaction. It may 
even bring them to the upper rungs 
of the ladder of success, the higher 
from which to fall. When the cold-
meat wagon picks 'em up and hauls 
'em to the embalmer, they won't even 
be able to brag about their feverish 
accomplishments. Let 'em have their 
fun. A short life may be sweet, but 
a longer one is sweeter. Me for re-
laxation now and then. 
"Why, even the morning paper 
failed to raise my temperature. 'Plan 
to Double Income Tax' was the glar-
ing headline. What a laugh for some 
of us! If my higher mathematics is 
right, doubling nothing still means 
nothing. 
"When all is said and done the 
world will continue to go on after 
a fashion. Apparently we are facing 
a brand new setup. Our economic 
and social thinking will be changed. 
Transition periods are always pain-
ful. Headaches and heartaches are in 
the offing. The mountain is laboring; 
and she won't bring forth a mouse! 
"Meanwhile I'll quaff me a goblet 
of nut-brown ale. 
"The inability of human beings to 
get along with each other is the epit-
ome of nonsense. And since every 
body is in agreement with this gen-
eral truth, people will continue not 
to get along with each other world 
without end. 
"The other day a miniature Euro-
pean fiasco was enacted in my own 
back yard. There were four partici-
pants-two dogs, a rabbit, and a spec-
imen of homo sapiens. The bone of 
contention was the pelvis of a heifer. 
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"The rabbit, a growing hangover 
from Easter, is just another goof. He 
merely accelerated his hoppings now 
and then, looked dumb as usual, and 
craved more clover for his cavernous 
interior. The man, contemplating the 
desirability of resigning from the hu-
man race, was on a tour of inspec-
tion of his back yard. He actually 
gloated over his achievement, how 
with toil and sweat he had created 
order and beauty out of chaos, while 
the rest of the world was nuts. 
"And now-the dogs. They deserve 
a more elaborate characterization 
since they were the principals of the 
fiasco. 'Bugs' is a toy Boston terrier, 
past the three score and ten of dog-
dom, short of teeth and breath, creaky 
of joint, blurred in vision, but other-
wise quite alert. 'Snitz' (a contrac-
tion of the ponderous title 'The 
Baron von Schnitzelbank') is a long-
haired toy Dachshund in the hey-day 
of existence. His greatest fault is an 
inferiority complex. Only on rare oc-
casions does he display his manhood. 
"Back to the story. The scene de-
veloped rather slowly at first, but 
rapidly approached a climax. Snitz 
was lying on the grass, peacefully 
gnawing at the bare bone. Mean-
while Bugs was reading the after-
noon paper, sniffing at every shrub 
and blade of grass to see what was 
going on in the world and who of 
the upper four-hundred had passed 
by. As he drew near to Snitzie's ban-
quet table, storm clouds gathered 
and rumblings of thunder could be 
heard. They glared at each other and 
they growled at each other. After an 
ominous silence they fell into a com-
mon brawl, long on noise and short 
on casualties. A command from homo 
sapiens brought about a temporary 
lull. Temporary, that's all. For in a 
twinkling they were at it again, roll-
ing and yelping and kicking under 
a cedar, much to the sorrow of tender 
plants. This time-a roar from homo, 
and all was still. 
"Near tragedy threatened. Poor old 
Bugs was punch-drunk. Unsteadily he 
reeled in a great circle, on the verge 
of a stroke of apoplexy. Fortunately 
he snapped out of it. 
"Bugs went his way. So did Snitz. 
And the bone lay alone, utterly for-
gotten. The net result-nothing. 
"And Mopsie the rabbit kept on 
eating. 
"Ain't the world wonderful?" 
About three or four times a 
year certain books land on the 
best-seller list which are not re-
viewed in THE CRESSET . .. During 
the past month two novels have 
been published which will un-
doubtedly rank high among the 
popular books of 1941 . . . These 
few sentences are, however, the 
only thing which will be said 
about them in THE CRESSET ... 
There are two reasons for this . . . 
In the first place, they are not 
even good realism . . . In the sec-
ond place, they are the last ex-
amples of a literary genre which 
has seen its day ... One is the 
story of two amoral little rats in 
----------------' 
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Chicago who never existed ... 
The other is a story of Southern 
California which has gagged even 
the reviewers who have no moral 
scruples . . . One critic refers to 
the continuous adultery in the 
latter novel . . . There can be no 
adultery in a barnyard . . . This 
sort of thing is not even good real-
ism . . . THE CRESSET has often 
said that life is not lived exclu-
sively in gutters and sewers ... 
Characters must be alive and not 
robots-whether good or evil ... 
I know that there is a dark capac-
ity for evil in the human soul 
. . . The characters in these 
novels are, however, museum 
pieces ... 
Perhaps it would be appropri-
ate to turn for a moment to Mr. 
Van Wyck Brooks, greatest living 
American critic ... Mr. Brooks 
delivered a remarkable lecture on 
literature today at the inaugura-
tion of Dr. George N. Shuster as 
President of Hunter College, on 
October 10, 1940 ... Speaking of 
some of our modern novelists he 
said: 
"Their tone is cynical, bleak, hard-
boiled, hard-bitten, and life for them 
is vain, dark, and empty, the play-
thing, in Theodore Dreiser's phrase, 
of 'idle rocking forces' or currents 
of material interest. What did Joyce's 
Ulysses say if not that life is a bad 
joke? What do our novelists say if 
not that nothing good exists, that 
only the ugly is real, the perverted, 
, ___ _ 
the distorted? You know the picture 
of life you find in the novels of Wil-
liam Faulkner, Dos Passos, James T. 
Farrell and so many others, who car-
ry the day with their readers because 
they are writers of great power. They 
seem to delight in kicking their 
world to pieces, as if civilization were 
all a pretence and everything noble 
a humbug. There are teachers and 
psychologists who back them up. Only 
the other day I was reading a well-
known psychologist who made two 
statements that he took for granted: 
I. Men have always known that the 
romantic picture of love is false; 
2. That which portrays the neurotic 
and defeated in human nature is 
closer to truth than that which pic-
tures the aspirations of men. Love is 
a lie, in short, and the only realities 
are defeat and failure. This mood of 
incredulity and despair has penetrat-
ed millions of minds, and one finds 
it in the most unexpected places. 
There are people, educated people, 
who really think that Plutarch's he-
roes were humbugs, that Plutarch was 
pulling the wool over his readers' 
eyes when he pretended that heroes 
had ever existed. For these people, 
and they are many, all the closets 
are full of skeletons, for them even 
Diogenes was optimistic. What a gul-
lible fellow Diogenes was-imagine 
wasting one's time, going about with 
a lantern, looking for an honest man, 
as if such a thing were to be con-
ceived of! Not long ago I was talking 
with a distinguished professor about 
Eugene O'Neill's play Mourning Be-
comes Electra. He said that O'Neill 
had given the only truthful picture 
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of New England, the New England 
not only of the present but of the 
past-that Cambridge and Concord 
a hundred years ago were just like 
this village in the play, whited sepul-
chres, full of dead men's bones. As for 
the old New England writers, who 
presented a different picture, they 
were all hypocrites and liars. So far 
has this iron of incredulity entered 
into the modern soul." 
A moment ago I mentioned 
Mr. George N. Shuster, the Pres-
ident of Hunter College ... Sel-
dom have I heard anything more 
eloquent than his reply on behalf 
of the Loyal Americans of Ger-
man Descent to the address of 
Senator Nye before the Steuben 
Society ... Once more we see men 
beginning to hate blindly and 
without reason ... While there is 
still time, it should be said that 
no nation can go bad overnight 
... The German people have not 
become Huns and beasts and 
madmen within the brief space 
of eight years ... Anyone who 
has observed the lives of individ-
ual men knows that they crumble 
. . . Even when the crash looks 
sudden it has been preceded by 
a long process of disintegration 
... This is also true of nations, 
except that it takes longer ... 
Fifteen or twenty years of relent-
less indoctrination with pagan 
ideology and brutal militarism 
may well lead a nation to ruin, 
but not eight years ... Mr. Shus-
ter's words are, therefore, particu-
]arly appropriate at this hour: 
"Though one should avoid with-
ering adjectives and departures from 
decorum, it seems to me that Senator 
Nye's treatment of the American with 
German blood in his veins was most 
regrettable. noes he really think that 
we do not hold our heads high, we 
who hail directly or indirectly from 
the Rhineland and the Black For-
est, from Weimar and Berlin, from 
the valleys of the Danube and the 
streets of Muenster, because a mon-
grel peasant from outside the Father-
land has torn the body of Germany 
on the wheel of torture? Let me tell 
the Senator something. Last week the 
Black Shirts left the dead body of 
my dear friend Rudolf Hilferding 
dangling from a prison cell, and then 
dishonored the mangled corpse by 
pinning to it an accusation of suicide. 
I pay tribute in sorrow to the mem-
ory of one of the most intelligent, 
the most loyal, the most decent men 
that ever lived. And through him I 
bow my head also to the more than 
200,000 others who have died in Ger-
many opposing the Fuehrer, some of 
them with weapons in their hands 
and some with no shield but the in-
nate superiority of their souls. The 
nazis have slain and tortured our 
priests and our pastors, they have 
desecrated our churches, they have 
left the innocent children of inno-
cent victims to starve. They have 
driven nuns out of their convents; 
they have exiled our poets and think-
ers; they have made Germany a liv-
ing hell. I know, because I have 
gone from one end of Hitler's Reich 
------~--' 
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to the other, hearing the sound of 
the lash and wailing of women" ... 
During an evening of reading 
there comes a time when the eyes 
and mind will not focus steadily 
. . . This is the moment for aim-
less wandering along the shelves 
to look at half-forgotten friends 
and to re-read pages which once 
were lighted with the glow of dis-
covery . . . I did this a moment 
ago and ran across Sir Arthur 
Quiller-Couch's brilliant lectures 
at Oxford fifteen years ago . . . 
vVith a start of recognition I saw 
that he had nailed me and other 
academic lectures in a bit of verse 
. . . The following lines are for 
students and professors: 
When Autumn's leaves denude the 
grove, 
I seek my Lecture, where it lurks 
'Mid the unpublished portion of 
My works, 
And ponder, while its sheets I scan, 
How many years away have slipt 
Since first I penn'd that ancient man-
uscript. 
I know thee well-nor can mistake 
The old accustomed pencil-stroke 
Denoting when I mostly make 
A joke,-
Or where coy brackets signify 
Those echoes faint of ancient wit 
Which, if a lady's present, I 
Omit. 
Though Truth enlarge her widening 
range, 
And Knowledge be with time in-
creased, 
While thou, my Lecture! dost not 
change 
The least, 
But fixed immutable amidst 
The advent of a newer lore 
Maintainest calmly what thou didst 
Before .... 
Once more for intellectual food 
Thou'lt serve: an added phrase or 
two 
Will make thee really just as good 
As new. 
And listening crowds that throng the 
spot, 
True Learning's cup intent to 
drain, 
Will cry, "The old familiar rot 
Again!" 
'-~-----
A birthday conference with the Cresset Associates 
THE CRESSET TODAY 
By 0. p. KRETZMANN 
T HIS month THE CRESSET cele-brates its fourth birthday. As 
an experiment in religious jour-
nalism it is sufficiently old to mer-
it thoughtful examination. When 
THE CRESSET associates met for 
the first time almost five years 
ago, three major convictions dom-
inated the preliminary editorial 
conferences. The first was that the 
world of the nineteenth and early 
twentieth centuries was rapidly 
collapsing. The first twilight signs 
of a night of terror and pain were 
upon us. Secondly, the editors 
honestly believed that another 
Yoice, however small and humble, 
should be added to the immedi-
ate, contemporaneous, and run-
ning comment on the world as it 
tottered toward the inevitable 
end of its locust years. The era of 
blatant paganism and successful 
materialism had ended in 1933. 
Third, the early editorial confer-
ences were informed by the real-
ization that the task which the 
associates had set for themselves 
would be enormously difficult. 
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The associates agreed to speak for 
no one but themselves. There was 
to be no bulwark of official au-
thority and no prestige of posi-
tion to give their opinions addi-
tional weight. On the other hand 
they pledged themselves to an un-
remitting search for the rare fact 
in the raw mass of rumors and 
opinions which were the dark 
gift of the rapid transmission of 
world news. Beyond the gather-
ing of facts there was the greater 
and more difficult task of inter-
preting them in the light of per-
manent truth. 
The tumbling years have been 
faithful. Today we know that 
these three assumptions were en-
tirely valid. The world has gone 
from bad to worse, and the end 
is not yet. Three million men 
have already died in Europe. 
Many more will die before we 
shall see again that the death of 
human beings seldom solves the 
problems of the living. It is clear 
today that the need for a voice 
whose supreme and only master 
I 
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is divine truth has become more 
crying since 1937. The third as-
sumption of which the editors 
were perhaps only dimly con-
scious only four years ago - the 
obvious difficulty of doing what 
we had set out to do - has also 
been validated by the passing of 
time. Countless hours have been 
devoted to conferences and cor-
respondence concerning specific 
problems. Behind closed doors 
editorial discussions have lasted 
far into the night. The welkin 
above Chicago or St. Louis has 
often rung with eloquent and 
reasoned defenses of a given point 
of view. Insufficient knowledge or 
mistakes of judgment have been 
examined without heat. Again 
and again letters from pleased or 
angry subscribers have provided 
the impetus for a re-examination 
of our editorial policy. I am cer-
tain that my associates will agree 
that although our task has been 
enormously difficult, it has also 
been enormously interesting. 
Problems 
We have not been dismayed at 
the difficulties involved in the 
task of commenting with some de-
gree of sanity and reasonableness 
on the stormy canvas of 1937-
1941. As time went on, however, 
the experience of the associates 
focused on definite problems in 
a few specific areas. On this an-
niversary it seems fitting that we 
should share a few of these prob-
lems with our readers. Perhaps 
the most striking lesson we have 
learned during the past few years 
is that an amazing number of 
men and women in the modern 
world make little or no effort to 
apply the implications of Chris-
tian ethics to the realm of every-
day living. They (and often we) 
simply do not think as Christians. 
It has become customary for us 
to think in every other category 
-American, English, German, 
capitalist, socialist, communist-
but seldom Christian. To think 
constantly and consistently as a 
Christian is admittedly difficult. 
The remorseless criticism of the 
world implicit in the Christian 
faith requires a courage of heart 
and a love beyond compromise 
which are too high and holy to 
be easily attained. Despite this, 
however, the need to think ex-
clusively in Christian categories 
is basic and desperate for our 
time. We must follow through 
with iron consistency and single-
ness of purpose. We must work 
out the ethical implications of 
historic Christianity and apply 
them relentlessly to the problems 
of our day. 
I am certain that my associates 
would be the last to claim com-
plete consistency in the applica-
tion of this fundamental princi-
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pie. On the other hand I must 
claim for them the most thorough 
effort in that direction which I 
have witnessed in recent years. 
They endeavor to evaluate the 
currents of world events in terms 
of the welfare of the Holy Chris-
tian Church. Their judgment 
may be wrong now and then, but 
the principle stands inviolate. 
THE CRESSET is against anything 
and anybody that is against the 
Church. We are for anything and 
anybody that will directly or in-
directly, consciously or uncon-
sciously, help the building of the 
Church. 
It was inevitable that we should 
encounter some strange quirks of 
thought during the past four 
years. One of the most curious is 
the wide and deep misunder-
standing of the permissive provi-
dence of God. Correspondents 
have argued that since Hitler is 
manifestly a scourge of God, he 
should not be resisted. All his-
tory is against this dangerous and 
unscriptural position. Twenty-
five hundred years ago the Assyr-
ians were also a scourge of God, 
but the people of God were told 
again and again to resist. Wars 
and rumors of wars are judgments 
of God, but their working out 
must be left to Him. There is 
only one authority for our evalu-
ation of events in history - the 
Holy Bible. It tells us to resist 
evil and to do good. God alone 
can make good come out of evil. 
That final reversal of the judg-
ment of man must be left to Him. 
Our task in the world is to bring 
men to God and thus to reduce 
the amount of evil in the world 
and to increase the amount of 
good. Although this is a process 
which is never finished, it must 
be carried on; or we perish. The 
salt of the earth must be increased 
in quantity and in quality. Our 
lights must continue to burn 
more brightly so that one dark 
corner after another may be 
lighted with something greater 
than the torches of war. 
One of our most perplexing 
problems has been the relation 
of ends to means in the solution 
of social problems. All Christians 
agree on certain ends as good for 
society. There is, however, sharp 
difference of opinion concerning 
the means to attain these ends. 
For example, we all agree that no 
one should starve in a land of 
plenty. How is this good end to 
be attained? Through laws pro-
tecting labor? Through private 
charity? Through public welfare? 
Through a more socially con-
scious state? Since the means to 
attain a given end are seldom 
matters of divine authority (for 
example, the exact form of our 
social order), our readers have 
undoubtedly noted an occasional 
I 
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divergence even among our asso-
ciates. This is to be expected. In 
the solution of many of our mod-
ern problems there may be more 
than one means to attain a given 
end. This applies especially to 
the problem of war. 
Fundamental Approach 
At the risk of becoming repeti-
tious I should say again that 
choices in history are never be-
tween black and white. A few 
days ago two friends of mine 
came to me with an argument. 
Neither was entirely right. That 
seldom happens, either among in-
dividuals or among nations. It 
was necessary for me to choose 
the side which was more nearly 
right. Absolute right is confined 
to matters of divine authority. 
This general principle must be 
applied also to our consideration 
of world problems. No state, for 
example, is Christian. The cri-
terion of value by which a state 
or government is to be judged is 
its concern for the welfare of all 
its citizens and its willingness to 
stay away from the areas of life 
which are the exclusive domains 
of the church. Caesar cannot help 
God; but he must also stay out of 
God's way. When a state crosses 
the line, THE CRESSET protests, 
whether it be in Germany, Italy, 
or Russia. Furthermore, even a 
weak and vacillating form of or-
ganized Christianity is to be pre-
ferred to the blatant paganism of 
some of our modern states. We 
have not been blind to the ob-
vious weaknesses and failures of 
the Orthodox Church in Russia 
or the Confessional Church in 
Germany, but we are compelled 
by the logic of inspired faith and 
sanctified reason to stand with 
them against the fearful pagan-
ism of the states in which they 
live. To turn away from them in 
their hour of trial and pain be-
cause they have not been perfect 
is neither sane nor Christian. 
Tomorrow 
THE CRESSET will continue, as 
God gives strength, to apply these 
fundamental principles to the 
tides of current history. Undoubt-
edly we shall continue to err in 
judgment occasionally. In the fu-
ture as in the past our readers 
will agree or disagree. It will be 
necessary for us and for them to 
continue the constant process of 
reorientation within the perma-
nent frame of reference offered 
by the Cross. In one respect the 
years have been very good to us. 
They have demonstrated the ter-
rifying urgency of a unifying, dy-
namic faith in the permanent 
Yalues of Christianity. In 1941 
the atheist or agnostic has ob-
viously returned to his ancient 
role of being a fool. Skepticism 
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can claim no intellectual respect. 
The blood of Europe cries to 
heaven that the philosophy which 
dominated the first three decades 
of the twentieth century is re-
turning to the dust with that 
blood. We have done with easy 
optimism, the worship of man, 
the unscientific pretensions of the 
scientific method, education with-
out hope, thought without faith, 
and philosophy without God. 
THE CRESSET enters its fifth year 
to the tolling of bells at the fu-
neral of a way of life. It has been 
a happy experience for us to play 
a minor role at the burial rites. 
We now face Tomorrow with the 
wistful hope that men may see 
again beyond the strophe and 
antistrophe of history the diapa-
son of God moving faster now to-
ward the last full chord of judg-
ment. The mistakes of THE CREs-
SET rest in the patience of God. 
Whatever service it may have 
been able to give to anxious 
hearts and troubled minds, it 
rests in the mercy and providence 
of God. 
u • •• My strength is made perfect in weakness." 
-II Cor. 12:9 
Thanksgiving 
Great God, this is my prayer confessing I 
Have weaknesses, and knowing this, I raise 
Thanksgiving that not all my fleeting days 
Are blessed with clear and unbeclouded sky. 
How often have I not asked whence and why 
When painfully observing how a haze 
Of gross misfortune darkened all my ways 
So that in helplessness I had to cry. 
At last I found the strength in frailty 
That only chastening failure could make known, 
And learned that to myself I seemed to be 
More than I was and hardly worth a throne .. 
Forbid it that Thy eyes should ever see 
My life a self-sufficient blasphemy! 
I 
THE LEMBIC 
BY AD. HAENTZSCHEL 
11The world cares little for anything a man has to 
utter that has not previously been distilled in 
the alembic of his life." -HOLLAND, Gold-Foil 
ABOUT COLUMNS AND 
COLUMNISTS 
-RJt-A commission to substitute 
at writing a column is not the 
sort of thing that one puts on 
one's list for Santa Claus. It is, 
no doubt, a highly honorific as-
signment, but that does not keep 
it from also being a rather dis-
tressful one. It is like wearing the 
shoes of a celebrity: uplifting to 
the spirit, but mighty hard on the 
feet. After all, only Ajax can 
stride swingingly in Ajax' shoes. 
And yet every columnist de-
serves an occasional dispensation 
from his periodic stint, and espe-
cially, I make bold to say, if he 
happens to be our Alembist. Now 
take our lusty Pilgrim. Unless I 
have missed my count he has 
. handed his staff to others three 
separate and distinct times while 
he dug pebbles out his sandals or 
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picked off the burs that were rid-
ing on his flowing robe. Our 
Alembist, meanwhile, these four 
full years, has sat in his labora-
tory without relief, month after 
month brewing some delectable 
mixture or other. 
His is a task that calls for 
steady application. A pilgrim may 
unburden himself of a sentence 
or two and then go on, looking 
about him, while only the tap-
ping of his staff is heard-so: 
..... It may be like this: "Yes, 
sir, that's just the way it is .... 
(Go 'way, you pesky skeeter, or 
you'll be sorry for it!) . . . . no 
doubt about it .... no .... not 
at all." An alembic, on the other 
hand, requires a constantly watch-
ful eye and unflagging attention, 
for it bubbles uninterruptedly, 
and an unbroken stream issues 
from its spout. Indeed, our Alem-
bist has earned the brief rest that, 
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at long last, has come to him. 
However, we expect him back 
with us next month. 
(There is also our Musicmak-
er. I say nothing about him be-
cause he is in a class by himself. 
He has no understudy and will 
probably never have any. None 
of his colleagues can check up on 
him, but the suspicion is general 
that some of the people with 
queer names that he writes about 
never really existed. He can eas-
ily make them up as he goes along 
-and who is any the wiser?) 
COURAGE? 
~Plenty of muddleheaded 
people regard the man who sat on 
Devil's Tower for six days as a 
hero. "He is not a bit afraid of 
anything," said his doting moth-
er. Not to be afraid is for many a 
sufficient proof of courage. They 
therefore acclaim the "daredevil" 
type of nuisance, regardless of the 
fact that he is usually only a man 
with strong exhibitionistic ten-
dencies whose low mental caliber 
or emotional debility keeps him 
from realizing what is involved 
for himself and often for others. 
It is this kind of "courage" that 
leads irresponsible automobile 
drivers to take unnecessary and 
unjustifiable chances on the high-
ways. To travel along at a furious 
rate and cut in and out of traffic 
at a hazard gives them a feeling 
of power and importance which 
they cannot gain from their petty 
achievements in daily life. Theirs 
is a cheap, moronic way of 
C4maximating the ego," as the 
saying is. If their efforts recoiled 
only on themselves, the world 
would not be much the loser. But 
unfortunately others, who had no 
part in their folly, are frequently 
compelled to share in the disas-
ter that results from it. 
So that parachute jumper 
thought only of advertising him-
self by a publicity stunt. He seems 
not to have had sufficient intel-
ligence to take into account the 
fact that if he landed on the rock 
he must make provision to get 
down from it; or perhaps he was 
quite content to leave that part 
of his escapade to others, thereby 
reaping still greater publicity for 
himself. In the final issue eight 
better men than he had to toil 
and risk their lives to save his im-
periled hide. They were the ones 
who showed true courage, for they 
took chances from a sense of duty, 
fully conscious of the risks they 
ran. 
If those men climbed with fear 
in their hearts, their courage, for 
that, was all the greater and more 
admirable. A fool exposes him-
self to danger unafraid, but calm-
ly to face perils of which one is 
ignorant or unappreciative re-
quires no courage. A truly brave 
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man is he who is fully aware of 
the chances that he takes and who 
is thoroughly afraid but who 
masters his fear and goes ahead 
in spite of it. Sergeant York has 
often been called the outstanding 
hero of the American Expedition-
ary Force in France. When he was 
asked, after his return, whether 
he had ever been afraid, his ques-
tioners no doubt expected him to 
say that "fear" was a word that 
had no meaning to him. Instead, 
he replied about like this: "I 
have been so afraid before going 
over the top that I could hardly 
keep my knees from caving in un-
der me." That makes it evident 
that the exploits which Sergeant 
York nevertheless performed were 
those of a truly brave man. 
AN ANALOGY 
~The Devil's Tower jumper 
served as parachute instructor 
with the British Army. It can 
hardly be that this association in-
fluenced him; rather, it must have 
been mere coincidence: but cer-
tainly a close analogy holds be-
tween his exploit and British pol-
icy in recent years. Both he and 
the British maneuvered them-
selves into positions of mortal 
danger from which they were 
completely unable to extricate 
themselves. They took no counsel 
in advance with those on whom 
they would have to depend for 
their lives if their calculations 
miscarried, and they would prob-
ably have resented any proffered 
counsel from their potential res-
cuers if it had been offered. They 
would have insisted on the right 
of self-determination in their own 
affairs. 
As soon as their affairs became 
desperate, however, their splen-
did self-sufficiency evaporated, 
and there was no expense or sac-
rifice which they did not regard 
it: as perfectly proper for others 
to bring in their behalf. At this 
point the analogy ends, for the 
parachutist, at least so far as re-
ports go, did not tell his rescuers 
that he sat on his sky-perch for 
their particular benefit and that 
therefore they were only serving 
themselves in serving him. Also, 
!"here is no record that he was 
once before hauled off the same 
rock by the same goodhearted 
lifesavers and that in the interim 
he treated them with ingratitude 
and contempt, only to expect, un-
blushingly, a second rescue from 
the same dilemma. 
MIRACULOUS SWALLOWS 
~Almost everybody has heard 
of the wondrous swallows of the 
Mission of San Juan Capistrano. 
This mission, situated about 
halfway between Los Angeles and 
San Diego, was founded in 1776 
and has been partly restored in 
'----~----~----~~ 
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the last thirty years. Every spring, 
it is claimed, the swallows, which 
nest in the Mission in large num-
bers, return from their winter mi-
gration precisely on the feast day 
of the saint, which falls on March 
28. When the appointed day ar-
rives there are no swallows at San 
Juan Capistrano. The monks, 
however, and the spectators who 
gather to see the annual marvel 
take place are confident and un-
worried. Their eyes, every little 
while, search the skies. And pres-
ently a shout goes up. A cloud of 
swallows appears in the distance, 
winging its way unerringly to-
ward the Mission. In a few min-
utes the birds have settled, the 
place is filled with their cheery 
twitterings, and before long they 
are busily at work building their 
nests for another year. 
Isn't this an astounding, al-
most an incredible, phenomenon? 
If it were not vouched for by any 
number of trustworthy witnesses 
one would dismiss it as fiction. 
But even Ripley, who has a repu-
tation for careful inquiry into al-
leged marvels, has chronicled it 
as a fact. A few years ago, if 
memory serves me, the swallows 
did come a day or two late, but 
<::. single irregularity of that kind 
only serves to make more impres-
sive their unvarying punctuality 
in other years. 
Consider: these little birds 
spend the winter far away-in 
South America, I believe. To re-
turn, they must travel thousands 
of miles, over land and sea. 
'"' eather conditions vary widely 
in different years; storms on their 
course may delay them days at a 
time. Other migratory birds, for 
such reasons, come back to their 
northern homes with a variation 
of days and even weeks. But noth-
ing will serve the swallows of San 
Juan Capistrano but to arrive on 
the day dedicated to the tutelary 
saint of the mission that shelters 
them. What strange influence is 
operating here? What mystic 
power reveals a glimpse of its 
workings as it guides these feath-
ered pilgrims so accurately in 
time and space? Is it not quite 
understandable if those who see 
this strange phenomenon with 
their own eyes go away with the 
<:onviction that the good saint-
be it said reverentlyl-certainly 
has something on the ball when 
it comes to swallows, and that he 
might well have some other tricks 
up his sleeve? 
MORE ABOUT THE 
SWALLOWS 
~ On a Sunday afternoon in 
the summer of 1939 a family par-
ty of four of us drove from Holly-
wood to Orange and then struck 
southeastward into the Santa Ana 
Range. It was one of those hot, 
I 
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dry days that are typical of South-
ern California at that season, and 
the hills were parched and brown. 
We had no particular destination 
but were roaming at random, 
hoping that Tyche, the goddess 
of Chance, would notice us and 
provide us with something of in-
terest. We had done that before 
a.nd had not been disappointed. 
Those who have never tried this 
procedure will try it now if they 
will be guided by me, and I war-
rant them that Tyche is a great 
goddess, that she has in store an 
unlimited supply of delightful 
surprises, and that she distributes 
of them generously to those who 
put themselves under her guid-
ance. On that summer's day of 
which I speak she outdid herself 
for us, and among her gifts, as 
you shall hear, was a great light 
on the mystery of San Juan Ca-
pistrano. 
The Santa Anas were sleeping 
in the harsh sunlight, and it 
looked as if in all their desolate 
length nothing worth while was 
to be seen or heard. It was a re-
lief eventually even to come to a 
little unpromising road that led 
to the left under dusty live oaks, 
a signboard at the junction an-
nouncing that this was Modjeska 
Canyon and that soft drinks were 
to be had somewhere down the 
road. We were decided! y in the 
market for something to drink, 
and so we turned in. The people 
who quenched our thirst were 
kindly folk, and, prompted no 
doubt by Tyche, they insisted 
that we must drive on another 
quarter mile and make the ac-
quaintance of Mr. Tucker. We 
did as we were told, and so it 
came about that in a little while 
we were sitting on Mr. Tucker's 
screened porch, above a dry creek 
bed, while just beyond the screen 
the air was full of hummingbirds 
coming and going to drink sugar 
water at half a dozen drinking 
fountains. Tyche had led us, all 
unsuspecting, to what is probably 
the greatest concourse of hum-
mingbirds in the world. 
Mr. Tucker, a Long Beach 
banker, started feeding a pair of 
the beautiful little creatures many 
years ago, and his fame must 
have spread in Hummingbird 
Land, for more came every sea-
son, until there were thousands 
of them. The creator of this won-
derland heartily welcomed strang-
ers, gave them every opportunity 
to feast their eyes on his glorious 
proteges, and regaled them with 
hummingbird lore and with tales 
from the history of the surround-
ing region. For these we cannot 
tarry here, not even for the stir-
ring tale of the outlaw of the 
early days who, when the sheriff 
was close behind, blindfolded his 
horse and jumped it over the 
'·~~~~---
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sheer side of Mount Santiago, 
rising nearby before our eyes, but 
even then did not get away. It 
is time that we came to the point 
that particularly interests us. 
There were five or six other 
visitors, ·Californians. One of 
these, a woman, made a remark 
to Mr. Tucker about the swal-
lows of San Juan Capistrano. The 
Mission is only twenty miles or 
so from where we were. Now this 
is what our host told her. The 
swallows arrive at the Mission on 
the appointed day. They appear 
in the neighborhood, however, 
for instance at his creek, days, and 
even weeks, before. What, then, 
takes them to the Mission exactly 
on the saint's day? Here is the 
answer. The monks, on the pre-
scribed day, prepare a bed of 
mud, of the kind that · swallows 
use for nest-building. The swal-
lows, no doubt, have scouts out, 
and when these report that the 
mud is ready, all make their 
flight to the Mission. Since the 
mud is always prepared for the 
saint's day, that is when they al-
ways come. 
Is this, then, another case of a 
pious fraud? Probably not. It is 
easy to see that the monks may 
be perfectly sincere. Believing in 
the "miracle," they would indig-
nantly, and ingenuously, reject 
the suggestion that the punctual-
ity of the swallows is conditioned 
by the mud and not by San Juan. 
Nor can one reasonably expect 
them to be scientific-minded 
enough to vary their mudmaking 
by a few days either way, so as 
to put the matter to the test. 
\Vouldn't that imply irreverent 
doubt of the saint's powers? 
Couldn't he be expected to be 
piqued at that? Even if the swal-
lows ever after synchronized their 
coming with the varying presen-
tation of the mud, wouldn't it be 
the pious thing to explain that 
on the theory that the saint had 
resented the attempt to bring 
him to book and so had with-
drawn his hand, giving the swal-
lows over to their own devices? 
Better leave well enough alone 
and not put the miracle out of 
commission by monkeying with 
it! 
In fine, it is to be expected that 
the monks of San Juan Capistra-
no will continue to furnish mud 
to the swallows at the allotted 
time, that the swallows will con-
tinue to arrive on schedule, that 
many spectators who are not for-
tunate enough to read THE CRES-
SET will be mightily impressed, 
and that much credit will accrue 
to good old San Juan. 
A CANNIBAL 
~After the piece de resist-
ance is out of the way, custom 
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decrees the serving of a tidbit, to 
leave a good taste in the mouth. 
Very recently I heard the follow-
ing story from two who were con-
(.erned in it. 
A certain pastor in northern 
Wisconsin had arranged to give 
his people an unusual treat at 
their mission festival. A native of 
New Zealand, a Maori, who was 
preparing for the ministry in this 
country, was to speak. The pas-
tor availed himself of the pub-
licity value that lay in the fact 
that this Maori's grandfather had 
been a cannibal. Since cannibals 
rarely visit that part of Wisconsin 
expectation was intense. Unfortu-
nately the Maori, at the last mo-
ment, was unable to come, and 
Pastor H-, stationed some dis-
tance away, was persuaded to fill 
the breach. There was, of course, 
no time to change announcements. 
vVhen Pastor H- appeared in the 
pulpit, a little grandmother in the 
rear pew turned to her neighbor 
and said, "If I didn't know that 
that is a cannibal, I'd surely think 
it was my former pastor, H-." 
The Real Danger to Free Institutions 
AT what point shall we expect the approach of danger? By what means shall we fortify against it? Shall we 
expect some trans-Atlantic military giant to step across 
the ocean and crush us at a blow? 
Never! All the armies of Europe, Asia, and Africa com-
bined, with all the treasure of the earth (our own ex-
cepted) in their military chest, with a Bonaparte for a 
commander, could not, by force, take a drink from the 
Ohio, or make a track on the Blue Ridge, in a trial of 
a thousand years. 
At what point, then, is the approach of danger to be 
expected? I answer, if it ever reaches us, it must spring 
up among us. It cannot come from abroad. If destruction 
be our lot, we must ourselves be its author apd finisher. 
As a nation of free men, we must live through all time, 
or die by suicide. 
-ABRAHAM LINCOLN, Jan. 27, 1837. 
~AND MUSIC MAKERS 
Some Thought-Provoking Questions 
[Continued] 
BY WALTER A. HANSEN 
Was Johann Wolfgang Goethe an 
able judge of music? 
1\ It has been said that no man 
• . of letters has exercised a more 
far-reaching influence on music 
than Goethe. Germany's great 
poet inspired Mozart, Beethoven, 
Mendelssohn, Schubert, Schu-
mann, Carl Lowe, Brahms, Hugo 
'Vol£, Wagner, Goldmark, Tchai-
kovsky, Berlioz, Gounod, Dukas, 
and a host of other composers. 
Nevertheless, Goethe himself 
was not always a trustworthy 
guide in the matter of music. It 
is strange indeed that the man 
who, to use the well-chosen words 
of the late John Macy, "was the 
most modern of the supreme mas-
ters, therefore the most complex 
in spirit, temper, activity," re-
vealed a lack of breadth and, 
seemingly at least, even a lack of 
tolerance in his attitude toward 
the works of a composer as great 
as Schubert. Goethe respected 
Beethoven; but did he realize that 
the great musician was just as sig-
nificant in the tonal art as he 
himself was in the field of litera-
ture? I sometimes suspect that a 
Beethoven turned literary critic 
would have been a more compe-
tent judge than a Goethe turned 
music critic. 
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Carl Friedrich Zeiter, one of 
Goethe's intimate friends, had a 
brilliantly gifted pupil named' 
Felix Mendelssohn. When Felix 
was about twelve years old, his 
teacher presented him to the 
poet. The lad's extraordinary tal-
ent made a lasting impression. 
'!\Then, on one occasion, Goethe 
heard Mendelssohn play an over-
ture by Bach, he declared, "I 
seem to behold a procession of 
great men, clad in ceremonial 
dress, descending a magnificent 
staircase." Fine words, these; but 
I 
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there are those who believe that 
the statement represents a judg-
ment of music which, in some re-
spects, is fundamentally unsound. 
Goethe's ruminations, they think, 
would have been applicable to 
George Frederick Handel, who 
was inclined to be somewhat pom-
pous and theatrical in his com-
positions. 
One must guard against being 
harsh and smug in speaking of 
Goethe as a judge of music. It is 
an axiomatic fact that the evalu-
ation of works of art which are 
produced by our contemporaries 
is often premature, unfair, and 
incorrect. Still, it is difficult to 
understand how or why Goethe 
valued settings of his poems writ-
ten by 1 ohann Andre, 1 ohann 
Friedrich Reichardt, Zeiter, Carl 
Eberwein, and other nonentities 
far more highly than those com-
posed by Schubert and Beetho-
ven. Did friendship or vanity un-
duly influence the poet's judg-
ment? Was Goethe astute enough 
to realize that in Schubert's and 
Beethoven's settings his own 
poems did not overshadow the 
music? The two composers did 
more for him than he ever did 
for them. Of the 634 songs be-
queathed to us by Schubert the 
texts of no less than 100 are by 
Goethe. Truly, a significant con-
tribution! 
Has Spain produced any music of 
importance? 
h Spain has brought forth no 
.- Bach, no Beethoven, no 
Brahms, no Schubert; but the ex-
pression of life in melody, in 
rhythm, and in the dance is an 
essential part of the warp and the 
woof of the Spanish nature. 
The folk music of Spain is full 
of color. Its rhythms are striking-
ly distinctive. At times the melo-
dies are hot with life and vigor; 
at times they are languorous in 
character. So appealing and en-
chanting is the music indigenous 
to the Iberian peninsula that 
many composers of other lands 
have been moved to write works 
in the Spanish idiom. I am refer-
ring, in particular, to Glinka, 
Rubinstein, Rimsk y- Korsakoff, 
Chabrier, Lalo, Bizet, Moskowski, 
Debussy, and Massenet. Maurice 
Ravel's Spanish Rhapsody and 
his phenomenally popular Bolero 
have focused much attention 
on the music of Spain. Born 
in a small town in southwestern 
France, just across the border 
from the country of the Basques, 
this gifted individualist among 
the significant composers of re-
cent years at an early age im-
bibed much of the tang and the 
spirit of Spanish musical expres-
sion. 
Although the writers I have 
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mentioned have produced works 
with an Iberian flavor, their con-
tributions are not entirely au-
thentic. For music containing in 
full measure t~e brain, the brawn, 
and the blood of Spain one must 
go to the folk melodies as danced 
to and sung by the natives them-
selves. One must hear and study 
the works of Spanish composers 
-composers who have used, ex-
panded, amplified, decorated, 
and revived the tunes of their 
nation and, by the alchemy of 
their creative power, have invest-
ed these tone-pictures with an ap-
peal and a force altogether be-
yond the ability of any foreigner. 
Play and enjoy Spanish dances 
as written by Bizet, Moskowski, 
and others; but if you are not fa-
miliar with the works of such 
composers as Isaac Albeniz, Joa-
quin Turina, Manuel de Falla, 
Joaquin Nin, and Manuel In-
fante, your acquaintance with the 
characteristic music of Spain is 
woefully meagre. 
For many years Spain was un-
der the rule of the Saracens and 
the Moors. As a result, Oriental 
culture permeated the thinking 
of many of her people. Traces of 
the influence of Eastern rhythms, 
scales, and modes have remained 
in Spanish music to this day. 
There are no important Span-
ish symphonies. 
Is Sergei Rachmaninoff an impor-
tant composer? 
h Everyone is agreed, I believe, 
• · that Rachmaninoff must be 
numbered among the truly great 
pianists of the present time. But 
what shall one say about his stat-
ure as a composer? Will his music 
live? Opinions differ. Some com-
mentators are convinced that the 
"Prelude in C Sharp Minor" is 
an imperishable masterpiece; oth-
ers declare that this much-played 
and frequently manhandled com-
position is "stale, flat, and un-
profitable." 
Yes, Rachmaninoff owes much 
of his fame to the sonorous "Prel-
ude in C Sharp Minor'' and to 
the bolero-like "Prelude in G Mi-
nor." Both works have substance; 
both are thoroughly pianistic; 
both are pleasingly melodious. 
But some of the larger composi-
tions from the distinguished Rus-
sian's pen have far more to say. 
The two popular piano preludes 
will doubtless continue to charm 
players and listeners for many 
years to come; but you cannot 
hope to arrive at a proper ap-
praisal of Rachmaninoff's ability 
as a composer unless you become 
acquainted with his symphonies 
and his concertos. 
Constant repetition of half-
truths often causes many to be-
lieve that the half-truths are 
I 
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whole truths; yet persistent ding-
donging never divests falsehoods 
or near-falsehoods of their thread-
bareness. The frequently reiter-
ated assertion that the early works 
of Sibelius teem with the influ-
ence of Tchaikovsky and the 
equally ubiquitous statement that 
Rachmaninoff, too, is tied to the 
apron-strings of the man who 
wrote the Pathetic Symphony are, 
to my thinking, "such stuff as 
dreams are made on." 
Does the fact that one compos-
er has absorbed thoughts and de-
vices from another invariably 
mean that he himself is altogeth-
er without originality in his writ-
ing? No. Who can point out with 
mathematical certainty exactly 
where influence begins, where it 
ends, and wherein it consists? Be-
cause both Sibelius and Rachman-
inoff have expressed deep-felt ad-
miration of Tchaikovsky's music, 
commentators without number 
have said to us, "You must bear 
in mind that there are many 
Tchaikovskyisms in the composi-
tions of Sibelius and Rachman-
inoff." 
I am not denying that there are 
T chaikovskyisms in the works of 
both composers; but, for the life 
of me, I have been unable to find 
them in what Sibelius has writ-
ten. The pity of it all is that many 
sincere students of music have 
come to believe that some of the 
works of "the uncrowned King 
of Finland" and all the compo-
sitions of the great Russian pian-
ist are mirrors, as it were - mir-
rors reflecting the image of the 
man who perpetrated the I8I2 
Overture. 
Let us look at Rachmaninoff's 
Piano Concerto No. 2, in C Mi-
nor. Do you agree with the late 
Philip Hale, who said that the 
first movement "might have been 
written by any German, technic-
ally well-trained, who was ac-
quainted with the music of Tchai-
kovsky"? Can you go along with 
the quick-witted Bostonian as he 
sprinkles faint praise on the sec-
ond and third movements, declar-
ing that they "are well designed 
to win the favor of the crowd"? 
If your convictions concerning 
the concerto are similar to mine, 
you will commend Hale for find-
ing "agreeable sentiment" in the 
Adagio and for pointing to "the 
sharply defined themes, the hus-
tle and rush," and "the crescendo 
of excitement" in the Finale; but 
you will take exception to the 
statement that the main tune in 
the last movement is "obvious." 
I do not hesitate to say that, in 
my wholly unimportant opinion, 
Rachmaninoff's Second Concerto 
is a masterwork. To me its melo-
dies are not obvious; they are 
haunting. 
[To be continued] 
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A Gripping Story 
BIG FAMILY. By Bellamy Partridge. 
Illustrated by Stephen J. Voorhies. 
Whittlesey House, New York. 1941. 
323 pages. $2.75. 
BELLAMY PARTRIDGE, author of Country Lawyer, Sir Billy Howe, 
Amundsen-The Splendid Norseman, 
and other books, turns to autobiogra-
phy in this his latest production. Here 
he relates the story of his childhood 
and youth as the sixth child in a 
large family of five boys and three 
girls. It is a gripping story, one that 
can be best appreciated by those who 
themselves are members of a goodly-
sized family; and it is a most eloquent 
and convincing argument against the 
modern one- or two-child families. 
This reviewer, himself one of a fam-
ily of four boys and four girls, re-
lived his own childhood and youth 
while reading the rollicking tale of 
the Partridge family; and his own 
children, four boys and two girls, are 
at this writing taking turns at read-
ing the book with every evidence of 
equal enjoyment. That the volume 
will be widely read is indicated by 
the fact that two printings had to be 
made in August, and these will un-
doubtedly be followed by others. We 
can imagine that many of its readers 
who were not privileged to grow up 
in a large family circle will be filled 
with a feeling of nostalgia for having 
missed one of life's greatest experi-
ences. 
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Big Family, incidentally, presents a 
most wholesome and satisfying pic-
ture of life in a typically American 
small town during the eighties and 
nineties of the last century. The au-
thor says in the concluding para-
graphs of his foreword: 
"I am well aware of the fact that there 
are even now many families throughout 
the land as large as ours and some even 
larger. But in these days the raising of 
a big family is regarded as an exploit, 
an achievement. Only the very poor or 
the very wealthy can afford such a pre-
posterous luxury. Back in the 8o's a 
family of eight children was no curiosi-
ty; it was as common as the eight-cylin-
der car of the present period. In those 
days food was cheap, children's demands 
were modest, land was still to be had 
for a dollar an acre, building costs were 
· fhe Lutheran Sanatorium at ·wheat Ridge, Colorado, 
is one of the truly great institutions for the treatment 
of tuberculosis in America, supported entirely by the 
funds collected by the Young People of the Synodical 
Conference annually through the sale of Christmas 
Seals. It is an outstanding tribute to the faithfulness 
and the Christian love of these young people for their 
less fortunate fellow-beings. 
This view shows the grounds before the Sanatorium 
and the main entrance to the buildings. ·The grounds 
have been beautifully landscaped and are a genuine 
joy to everyone who visits them. 
Stoffel Photo 
The Main entrance to the Sanatorium-showing some 
of the beautiful trees and the tower alongside of the 
Chapel in the background. 
---~·' 
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The life of the Sanatorium centers around the Chapel. 
The centerpiece of the Chapel is very naturally and 
appropriately the beautiful altar carved by the Lit.tn-
gical Arts Guild of Cleveland, Ohio. Superintendent 
Friedrich is seen before the altar during one of the 
services. Note the classic Romanesque lines and the 
beautiful workmanship which is to be found in the 
altar, particularly also in the symbols of the suffering 
Saviour which adorn the side posts. 
Stoffel P/w/11 
Mile High Photo 
.-\ general view of the facade of the Chapel, showing 
its beautiful clerestory type of construction and the 
elevating feeling which comes over one as the ap-
proach to the en trance is made. Set in the shade of 
beautiful trees, it is at once one of the most attractive 
and consoling features of the entire sanatorium. 
I 
A detail of the entrance to the Chapel of the Good 
Samaritan at Wheat Ridge. Most appropriately, a 
terra-cotta showing the good Samaritan ministering 
to the unfortunate man who fell among thieves is 
found over the entrance to this beautiful chapel. The 
ornamentation is most interesting and marks it as one 
of the finest sanatorium chapels in America. 
Hysk_ell-Dt:nver 
Milt: High Photo 
A general interior view of the Chapel with some of 
the patients at worship. One will notice immediately 
the fine honest workmanship of the beamed ceilings, 
the stone pillars, the flagstoned aisles and chancel, 
the exquisite woodwork. In the near future, the Sana-
torium Board intends to glaze both the rose-windows 
and the other windows of the Chapel with appro-
priately good glass. 
.--
Superintendent Friedrich is here shown at the beau-
tiful lectern. This lectern was made by the Liturgical 
Arts Guild of Cleveland and has been a source of 
great joy to all those who have viewed it. Its work-
manship is honest and good, although not expensive. 
It is evidence again that all these good items need not 
be exorbitant in price. 
Milt: High Photo 
Milt: High Photo 
A view of the Superintendent's home. This home is 
more than just a residence for the Superintendent, 
because it must often be used to house over-night 
guests who have come to visit patients. It is set in 
most beautiful surroundings and quite appropriately 
lies separated from the Sanatorium by a beautiful 
stretch of lawn. Its general architecture follows the 
same Romanesque lines that are found throughout 
the Sanatorium architecture. 
~---' 
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low, rents were reasonable. No monthly 
payments were due on this or that, since 
installment buying had not yet been 
contrived. 'Miles per gallon' would have 
been an empty phrase, and the first in-
come tax blank was yet to be printed. 
Father came home to dinner at noon, 
and Mother was still proud to be listed 
by the census taker as a housewife. 
"It is not my contention that life then 
was any better or any easier, but at least 
it was more leisurely and more simple, 
and by turning back to it we may find 
some worthwhile things that we have 
overlooked." 
In Big Family we have the family 
of a small-town lawyer, members of 
the Presbyterian Church, living in a 
sixteen-room house, operating under 
a strict, but not too rigid, discipline. 
The mother was an enthusiastic advo-
cate of the large family, ready to tell 
people why they should have many 
children instead of a few. One of her 
reasons was that the older children 
helped to take care of the younger 
ones, so that it was, for all practical 
purposes, as easy to have seven or 
eight children as to have only one or 
two. Each chapter covers some inter-
esting _phase of family life: the stork 
bringing a younger brother, sickness 
in the home, the problem of feeding 
the brood, the family at church, the 
education of the children, the cele-
bration of birthdays, literature . and 
music in the home, the social life of 
the family, providing clothes for the 
tribe, teaching the children manners, 
etc. The author has a remarkable 
knack of finding the humorous side 
of any situation and of presenting the 
individual characters as living human 
beings. One of the many unforgetta-
ble incidents he relates is that which 
at least partially cured his lawyer-
father of one of his strong dislikes, 
namely, gum-chewing. He would not 
tolerate it in his family, regarding it 
as atrociously bad manners. However, 
one night when a heavy downpour 
revealed a bad leak, his good wife of-
fered him two sticks of gum to plug 
the hole in the roof. 
Father peered at it. "What have you 
got there?" 
"Chewing gum." 
"That stuff! In this house? Throw it 
out!" 
"It's just the thing to stop the leak!" 
"Chewing gum never did anything 
useful. It's worthless." 
"You know how it sticks." 
"Never knew it to stick to anything 
but the underside of the table." 
"It's waterproof, too. Put this in your 
mouth and chew it." 
"Me-l" 
"Yes, and here's another stick. You'll 
need a good-sized lump." 
He stood holding the two sticks of 
gum in his hand. "Why, Mother, you 
don't realize what you're asking me to 
do." 
She turned her head. "Just listen to 
the water coming in that leak." 
For a moment they stood listening to 
the steady stream pouring into the tub. 
Then Father clapped the gum into his 
mouth and began to masticate noisily 
as he took his lantern and clambered 
back up to the roof, leaving Mother 
again in darkness. After a little she no-
ticed that the stream of water had slowed 
down to a trickle-and finally to a drip. 
Then Father's face appeared in the 
hatchway. "Is it any better?" 
"It's all over," Mother called back. 
"Now come right down before you catch 
your death of cold." 
He closed and hooked the hatch and 
came shivering down. "That's great 
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stuff," he said. "Sticks like pitch. It is a 
kind of pitch-comes from a tree. But, 
Mother," he gave her an insinuating 
look, "how did you happen to have 
chewing gum?" 
"Why, it's some-well, I took it from 
the children." 
"Um-m-m-so that's it. I wondered." 
"I'm afraid I've never been quite fair 
to gum," Father admitted. "It hasn't the 
disagreeable taste that I expected, and 
I certainly recommend it to anybody 
who wants to mend a tin roof in a gale, 
but I still think it the acme of bad 
manners to chew gum in the presence 
of another person." 
The book recommends itself to old 
and young alike, but its one serious 
defect is a supercilious attitude toward 
the Sacred Scriptures, which occasion-
ally obtrudes itself upon the reader. 
Holland Overrun 
DAY OF THE TRUMPET. By David 
Cornel De J ong. Harper and Broth-
ers, New York. 1941. 344 pages. 
$2.50. 
W E can best introduce this book by letting the author speak. 
Mr. De Jong writes: 
"Day of the Trumpet is a novel which 
I did not want to write. But prompted 
by an indignation so strong that I'd 
never felt anything like it before, when 
the Nazi hordes invaded Holland, I did 
want to express myself, somehow. 
"I was born in Holland; I spent all 
my childhood there. Hence Holland was 
my first love. At the age of thirteen I 
came to America, and during the follow-
ing twenty years I became pretty thor-
oughly Americanized. I realized that 
fully when I revisited Holland during 
the summer of 1938. But during that 
summer I also learned to respect my 
native country a great deal more. 
"The summer of 1938 was a precarious 
one. Holland was tense, but not osten-
sibly so. There was a potentially dan-
gerous enemy across the eastern border. 
But this was a civilized age, and besides, 
the Dutch had always treated the Ger-
mans with respect and friendship. 
"I remember standing on the border 
between Germany and Holland with a 
group of friends and relatives. Where 
previously-traditionally-there had been 
open meadows, now barbed wires were 
strung eight feet high, to mark the 
boundaries. They had been strung there 
by the Germans. We were standing be-
neath a sign-post, grimly designated on 
the side facing Holland by a swastika 
and the name Deutschland. But on the 
side facing Germany, the Dutch had 
painted the motto: 'Laat FriendschaF 
Heelen, Wat Grensen Deelen' ... 'Let 
friendship make whole that which has 
been severed by boundaries.' Eager, 
friendly, and hopeful? Yes. But also a 
little pathetic, and so very human. It 
represented the attitude of all my 
friends, all the people. They were will-
ing to shut their eyes and hope. 
"The horrible answer came in May 
1940, cruelly and treacherously. It made 
me hate concretely that totalitarianism 
which hitherto I had only hated rather 
academically. That apart from the 
friends and relatives I never heard of 
again, apart from the ruined cities, and 
the thousands massacred in them. . . . 
It was much more than that. 
"That was why I felt that I couldn't 
write a novel about it, though I was 
urged to do so. I felt I was touching on 
something too sore, too mad, too violent. 
Not until I started remembering my 
friends standing there beneath that sign 
at the German border. Hopefully, pa-
tiently, unsuspectingly ... human be-
ings willing to trust other human beings. 
It was enough of an impetus. I wanted 
to portray a dignified, kindly, and in-
herently brave people betrayed, a uni-
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versally representative group of such 
people, even though it seemed emotion-
ally impossible at times to be coherent. 
But the impetus was there, and the urge, 
and the need .... Perhaps I was taking 
up the cause for democracy. I don't 
know; that isn't my text. I wrote about 
Humanity at its best and simplest, and 
that betrayed." 
The story begins in the summer of 
1939 and presents the Haming fam-
ily of Daverdam, headed by the he-
roic old grandmother, whose gentle, 
if autocratic, control kept the family 
together, and the old grandfather, 
who daily inspected the dikes and 
criticized the stolid complacency of 
his country's leaders. We witness the 
joyful homecoming of Mathijs, the 
wanderer husband of Margariet and 
father of little Dirkie. We meet Ernst 
who has returned from a business trip 
in Portugal. We see the sinister pres-
ence of uncounted numbers of Ger-
man tourists who sit on the banks of 
the river and draw plans of the new 
defense works and are befriended by 
people like Frau Goessen, a bitter 
enemy of all 1 ews. Other episodes in 
the lives of various members of the 
Haming family are related with ex-
treme frankness until the climax is 
reached in the German invasion of 
Holland and the murder of a German 
parachutist who lands in the yard be-
hind the Haming establishment and 
is put to death with an axe by Grand-
mother Haming herself-an act which 
the author vainly tries to justify on 
the basis of intense patriotism. The 
author's portrayal of the invasion is 
classical; but the story is not a beauti-
ful one as the author's realism too of-
ten exceeds the bounds of propriety. 
Subtle Magic 
THE TIMELESS LAND. By Eleanor 
Dark. The Macmillan ·co., New 
York. 1941. 495 pages. $2.75. 
E LEANOR DARK has previously pub-lished Waterway} Return to Cov-
lami1 etc. The Timeless Land} the 
Book-of-the-Month Club selection for 
October, is her story of the first five 
years of the English settlement at 
Port 1 ackson, in Australia. She tells 
us that her book "has borrowed 
so much from history that it seems 
advisable to remind readers that it is 
fiction. My aim has been to give a 
picture of the first settlement of Syd-
ney which is always true in broad out-
line, and often in detail, but I make 
no claim to strict historical accuracy 
either in my dealings with the white 
men or with the black." Most of what 
she relates regarding the blacks is 
woven around the character of Ben-
nilong, leader of his tribe, whose 
name has been perpetuated in Ben-
nilong Point, the Sydney Harbor 
headland where Governor Phillip 
built his hut. Mrs. Dark has long been 
interested in the Australian aborig-
enes, but it was reading Collins' 
Account of the English Colony in 
New South Wales which linked that 
interest with early Australian history 
and fixed her attention on Bennilong. 
She says, "I actually began writing 
the book in Canada on my way home 
from the United States in 1937. Be-
fore I finished it, my husband and I 
did the same trip which was attempt-
ed by Dawes and his party in 1789; 
and which I describe in the book; I 
wanted to go over the country my-
self to be sure my account was true 
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to life. It is still practically untouched 
by civilization, and so far as I know, 
the trip had not been done before." 
The reader will discover that the 
pains which the author took were not 
in vain, and in this reviewer's opin-
ion it is one of the very best of recent 
books. The style is smooth and clear, 
even poetical at times, and the read-
er's interest, aroused at the very start, 
is sustained throughout by the subtle 
magic of the author's pen. 
We have first of all a very idealized 
account of the Australian natives, par-
ticularly the tribe to which Bennilong 
belonged, then the coming of the 
English under Captain Phillip with a 
vivid portrayal of the plight of the 
wretched male and female convicts 
who had been brought along to do 
the hard labor in establishing the 
white colony. From then on the story 
of the building of the settlement and 
the exploration of the adjacent terri-
tory is interwoven with the stories of 
various individuals, particularly with 
the story of Bennilong who develops 
a fatal friendship with the English 
until a visit to London completes his 
degeneration and symbolizes the ulti-
mate degeneration of his whole race; 
with the story of Andrew Prentice, a 
red-headed convict who manages to 
escape into the interior, takes a native 
wife, ahd establishes a flourishing 
homestead for himself until his tragic 
end in the waters of a flood; and with 
the story of Stephen Mannion and El-
len Prentice, who establish the first 
large farm in the colony. This impor-
tant contribution to the literature 
about Australia is really worthwhile 
reading. 
Cattle Country 
NO LIFE FOR A LADY. By Agnes 
Morley Cleaveland. Illustrations by 
Edward Borein. Houghton Mifflin 
Company, Boston, 1941. 356 pages. 
$3.00. 
ONE of Agnes Morley Cleaveland's most prized possessions is an old 
hand-forged ox-chain. Less than fifty 
years ago a small, wide-eyed girl stood 
in awed silence on the site of an In-
dian massacre. "With the physical eye 
there was little to see-just two grave-
shaped mounds of loose rock with 
rough wooden crosses at their heads." 
Beside the graves lay a litter of iron 
junk and a twenty-foot length of 
chain with a large hook at one end. 
But with the mind's eye the imagina-
tive child saw "the sudden dash of 
yelling savages from the timber be-
side the dim wagon tracks that were 
the 'road'; the swift, terrible slaugh-
ter of the surprised and helpless men; 
the oxen driven away to their own 
later slaughter, leaving behind them 
the remnants of what had been hu-
man bodies and a fire that blazed 
fearsomely-with no one to see." Mrs. 
Cleaveland tells us, "Because I see in 
its rusty links an unbroken tie with 
that past wherein we held that 'a six-
shooter makes all men equal,' but 
used that six-shooter less frequently 
than we talked of doing, I love the 
ox-chain. It is a souvenir; but not a 
souvenir at rest; its iron soul still stirs 
within it." 
This sturdy symbol of an age that 
is past serves to remind us that we 
too must fashion and forge a link in 
the chain of events which we call his-
r 
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tory. It will be a strong link if we 
bring to our task the spirit of the pi-
oneers to whom No Life for a Lady 
is dedicated- the pioneers "whose 
courage, endurance, and determina-
tion to hold fast to their highest 
ideals contributed to the making of 
America." 
No Life for a Lady is Mrs. Cleave-
land's own story. A chance meeting 
with a fellow old-timer whom she had 
once befriended set a spark to the 
embers of long- forgotten girlhood 
memories. "It was then that this rec-
ord began to formulate itself; that I 
began to want to put into some sem-
blance of permanent form the story 
of the girl who had vanished, and her 
life, the life that was not for what the 
world calls a lady.'' 
AGNES MORLEY CLEAVELAND is the daughter of Wm. Raymond Mor-
ley, the engineer who made railroad 
history by designing and building the 
original Raton Pass connecting Colo-
rado and New Mexico. She was born 
on June 26, 1874, in Cimarron, New 
Mexico, during a hectic night in 
which Clay Allison and his ruffians 
were "shooting up the town" and 
were "out gunning" for Agnes' tal-
ented and adventure -loving father. 
Mr. Morley was at this time the man-
ager of the Maxwell Land Grant and 
editor of the Cimarron News and 
Press, one of New Mexico's earliest 
English-language newspapers. His un-
compromising crusade against politi-
cal corruption and shameless exploi-
tation had incurred for him the en-
mity of a powerful party clique. In 
1882 the explosion of an "unloaded" 
gun caused the death of the famous 
young engineer and "brought the 
firmament crashing down upon a lit-
tle family's head.'' The extensive 
Morley holdings passed into the 
hands of "a young wife brought up, 
as was the tradition, to be dependent 
upon her menfolks." Ada Morley 
soon fell an easy victim to the blan-
dishments of a soft-spoken fortune-
hunter. "It was he who persuaded her 
to invest most of her available cash 
in a huge cattle ranch and stock it to 
the limit of its capacity"; it was he 
who, in 1886, moved the family to 
Datil Canon and soon thereafter de-
serted them. The tremendous task of 
managing a vast expanse of ranch-
land and of raising cattle on a large 
scale fell upon the inadequate shoul-
ders of Ada Morley and upon the 
sturdier shoulders of her three chil-
dren. Agnes and her brother, Ray, 
went to work with a will. They found 
ranch life fascinating and all-absorb-
ing; their lives were crammed with 
excitement and adventure. They had 
a hand in bringing to its peak devel-
opment the great cattle industry of 
the West; they also saw its gradual de· 
cline and the "newcomers takin' the 
country." They were engulfed by the 
influx of literati, homesteaders, and 
tourists. Ray and other survivors of 
the "baronial" class went under dur-
ing the Depression-"they had much 
to lose, and they lost it." Ray Morley 
died in 19~3 "of a heart overstrained 
-or was it broken?-at seeing the dis-
solution of his life-work written upon 
the wall. But his presence is still 
there. Ask any old-timer." Agnes Mor-
ley Cleaveland lives in Berkeley, Cal-
ifornia. She has a husband and grown-
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up children; she is an active member 
of various clubs; but she still man-
ages to "find a plausible excuse, if 
not a valid reason, for continuing to 
'go home.'" 
No Life for a Lady is an exciting 
book. It is a vivid and colorful chron-
icle of a period which has gone for-
ever. Mrs. Cleaveland tells her story 
in a simple, forthright manner. Every 
page reflects something of the charm, 
the infectious gayety, the sparkling 
wit, and the abundant zest for living 
of the gentlewoman who, by her own 
admission, throve on a life which was 
"no life for a lady." 
Grief and Hope 
THEY SPEAK FOR A NATION: 
Letters from France. Edited and 
with an introduction by Eve Curie, 
Philippe Barres, and Raoul de 
Roussy de Sales. Translated by 
Drake and Denise Dekay. Double-
day, Doran & Company, Inc., Gar-
den City, New York. 1941. 238 
pages. $2.00. 
1f N this book the three distinguished 
.1l. editors attempt "to give to the 
American people an unretouched pic-
ture of the people of France." The 
volume contains letters from French 
men and women in almost every walk 
of life. According to those who com-
piled the collection, the French write 
"to any free human being they can 
think of: to the French speakers 
whom they hear on the programs of 
the English radio, or to General de 
Gaulle, who carries on the fight at 
the side of the Allies. They write to 
England as to a person, to a friend. 
Across the Atlantic they also write to 
the American shortwave radio sta-
tions and to whatever friends they 
may have abroad." 
The letters speak eloquently of the 
spirit of resistance which is still alive 
in the hearts of the patriotic citizens 
of France in spite of the utter defeat 
of the military forces of the Third 
Republic; they tell of life in Paris un-
der the conqueror's heel; and they 
give news of Alsace-Lorraine, where 
"whatever the German genius can 
produce is made use of" to bring 
about a complete Germanization 
"and to do it as soon as possible, to 
face the world with an accomplished 
fact." A chapter is devoted to the sad 
plight of the prisoners of war, and 
there are heartrending accounts of 
the sufferings of France's children and 
students. 
Concerning the hardships of ma-
terial life in the subjugated country 
a merchant in Auvergne writes: "The 
extent to which the Germans shame-
fully despoil us, not only in the oc-
cupied zone but also in the other, 
can't be imagined. This very day these 
gentlemen carne to requisition sixty-
seven truckloads of cattle. All that 
could be carried away, including cows 
ready to calve, were swept off." 
Many of the writers are outspoken 
in their condemnation of the Vichy 
government. A university professor 
declares, "In the measure in which 
the Vichy government is obliged to 
obey the sovereign orders of the 
Fuhrer, it accomplishes a work which 
is without French roots and which we 
despise." A woman living in Lyon 
says of Marshal Petain that she thinks 
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"he has given proof of a great deal of 
skill in not ex pending his ammuni-
tion in vain." But she continues, "I 
don't believe in his hopes of national 
renovation and can't very well fath-
om whether he believes in them him-
self." Other writers place confidence 
in the aged hero of Verdun. 
Numerous letters deal with the feel-
ing that exists with respect to colla-
boration with the Germans. With the 
exception of a few men who hope to 
gain some advantages· for themselves 
by truckling to the conquerors, the 
French people co - operate with the 
Nazis only because they are compelled 
to do so by brute force. Ambitious 
Pierre Laval and time-serving Admi-
ral Darlan are cordially detested. 
The rank and file hope and pray 
for a British victory. A veteran of 
1914 describes the Vichy puppets as 
"the most tyrannical government that 
has ever existed. It has all the power 
without any counterweight to temper 
it." 
There are numerous letters which 
express deep-felt loyalty to General 
Charles de Gaulle, the leader of the 
Free French. "You," a group of young 
girls in unoccupied France, tell the 
general, "have made a reality of what 
we so often dreamed in our impotent 
distress: a resumption of the fight. ... 
For you must know that we have 
never accepted defeat, that we don't 
accept collaboration, which would be 
not only a betrayal of our dead and 
our allies but a betrayal of the very 
soul of France." 
The conquered French build their 
hope of ultimate victory on General 
de Gaulle, on Britain, and on the 
United States. A letter to radio sta-
tion WRUL, of Boston, from seventy-
eight inhabitants of the unoccupied 
zone contains the following words, 
"Dear friends, it isn't necessary to 
think of giving us food supplies; help 
only our allies and our free brothers; 
as for us, we shall endure our priva-
tions courageous! y to the victory." 
"There is," say the editors in their 
well-written introduction, "a certain 
amount of bad feeling, even of invec-
tive, expressed about Petain in the 
letters of the supporters of de Gaulle 
and about de Gaulle in the letters of 
the supporters of Petain. But the sig-
nificant point is that all these people 
who quarrel really want the same 
thing: to get rid of the Germans." 
All the letters indicate that the spirit 
of France, which had sunk into ap-
palling apathy at the time of the Ger-
man break-through at Sedan, is mak-
ing a rapid recovery. 
Nations in Commotion 
LOOKING FOR TROUBLE. By Vir-
ginia Cowles. Harper & Brothers, 
New York and London. 1941. 44 7 
pages. $3.00. 
V IRGINIA COWLES , an unusually able journalist, looked for trou-
ble in seething Europe. She found far 
more unrest, excitement, distress, and 
terror than she had expected; she 
made her way through raging torrents 
of commotion, strife, and bitter an-
guish; she saw men at their best and 
men at their worst. A burning eager-
ness to dig up news and to investi-
gate wars and rumors of war at their 
very sources goaded her on to fling 
herself into places and situations 
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which more than one he-man among 
the representatives of the press would 
have been at pains to avoid. Trouble 
did not frighten Miss Cowles; it was 
a powerful magnet, so to speak, which 
drew her irresistibly to countries in 
which turmoil and bloodshed were 
the order of the day. "I saw the vil-
lages of Spain burning," she says, 
"and followed the flames across the 
map of Europe. They spread up-
wards, scorching the woods of Bo-
hemia, ravaging the plains of Poland, 
and even searing the icebound forests 
of the Arctic. Then the evil winds of 
conquest blew them to Norway. They 
swept through Holland and Belgium 
and burnt the rich fields of France 
black, so that now there is no life 
stirring." 
Miss Cowles went to Spain in 1937. 
First she visited those who were fight-
ing desperately for the Spanish Re-
public. She walked along the streets 
of Madrid while the city was being 
shelled and bombed by the guns and 
from the planes which were at the 
disposal of Generalissimo Francisco 
Franco; she even went into the 
trenches to discuss the bloody interne-
cine struggle and its causes with the 
poorly equipped soldiers. She was im-
pressed by "the natural buoyancy of 
spirit that kept the morale in Madrid 
so high during the long months of 
bombardment and semi- starvation"; 
she discovered that "even in their 
darkest hours" the opponents of the 
forces of fascism "retained a sense of 
humour and a zest for living." "Any-
one who traveled through the coun-
try," she writes, "could scarcely fail 
to be shocked by the miserable living 
conditions in the villages. The houses 
were dilapidated and filthy, and of-
ten there were no samtary arrange-
ments of any kind. Children with 
sores on their faces and bodies 
sprawled in the dust like animals. I 
soon began to understand the griev-
ance against the Church, for in many 
of these villages cathedral spires rose 
splendidly over scenes of unforgetta-
ble squalor-spires fashioned by the 
money of the peasants." 
Next Miss Cowles betook herself 
to those forces of Spain which, under 
the leadership of Generalissimo Fran-
co and with the aid of Germany and 
Italy, were slowly but surely crushing 
the armies of the Republic and their 
Russian allies into desperation and 
utter defeat. "It was made clear even 
then," she states, "that fascism was 
not a philosophy for internal con-
sumption alone. I heard one orator at 
Salamanca proclaim that under fas-
cism Spain would rise to retrieve all 
her ancient glories. Gibraltar, North 
Africa, would mark a humble begin-
ning; South America was to be the 
glittering prize." 
Neville Chamberlain and his fel-
low-appeasers ruled the roost in 
the England of 1937 and 1938. Miss 
Cowles was convinced at that time 
that both Mr. Chamberlain and his 
outspoken opponent, Winston 
Churchill, were determined "to main-
tain and ensure the safety of the Em-
pire"; but she realized that "their 
conception of how best it could be 
guarded bore little resemblance." 
"Whereas Mr. Chamberlain believed 
security lay in a compromise between 
the four great Powers of Europe 
[England, France, Germany, and It-
aly], Mr. Churchill turned to the les-
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sons of the past," remembering that 
"through centuries, England's securi-
ty had been based on maintaining a 
balance of power." 
SHORTLY before the Munich agree-ment and for some time after 
Adolf Hitler and Benito Mussolini had 
induced France and Britain to sell 
Czechoslovakia down the river, Miss 
Cowles sojourned off and on in Ger-
many and in the doomed republic of 
the Czechs and the Slovaks. She de-
clares that "while the world was be-
ing assured that after a just settle-
ment of the Sudeten German griev-
ances the Third Reich had no fur-
ther ambitions, Nazi spokesmen in 
Berlin talked openly of the new 
world to come." At the Party Con-
gress in Nuremberg in 1938 Miss 
Cowles saw "a million red, white, and 
black swastikas" fluttering from the 
window-ledges; she heard how "the 
town, swollen to three times its nor-
mal size, resounded to the ring of 
leather boots and blazed with a be-
wildering array of uniforms." Hitler 
was gloatingly defiant. 
According to Miss Cowles' account, 
Chamberlain does not deserve all the 
blame for abandoning Czechoslovakia 
to the machinations of the Nazis; for 
"on the evening of September 13, M. 
Daladier, alarmed by the situation, 
communicated with Chamberlain and 
announced that France was in no po-
sition to fight, imploring the British 
Prime Minister to leave no stone un-
turned to find a way out." "Thirty-
six hours later," continues the author 
of Looking for Trouble, "Chamber-
lain made his first trip to Berchtes-
gaden." 
In Moscow the carrion crows, 
"which swept over the Kremlin in a 
mighty wave, then dropped down on 
the roof-ledges with a quick, falling 
movement, as though their spirit had 
suddenly died," seemed to Miss 
Cowles "symbolic of the terrible shad-
ow that hung over Russia." Through-
out the U. S. S. R. "the government 
was the clothes you wore; the cigar-
ettes you smoked; the food you ate; 
the schools you went to; the books 
you read; the streets you walked 
along." In Mussolini-ridden Italy the 
adventure -loving journalist learned 
that fascism "always lives above its 
income, relying on the scheme that 
when its capital is exhausted, it can 
steal · someone else's money to keep 
the account square." In Poland she 
saw how "total warfare, which de-
pends on disrupting the civil life of 
the community and claims as mili-
tary objectives towns and villages as 
far as 150 miles behind the front line 
-on the grounds that they are either 
food bases or communication centres 
-, . . . was brought to its full flower 
of perfection." 
Returning from eastern Europe, 
Miss Cowles spent some time in Eng-
land during the period often referred 
to as "the Bore War" and then set 
out for Finland to observe at first 
hand how valiantly and how resource-
fully the soldiers of that little coun-
try were resisting the onslaughts of 
the Russian Bear. She traveled all 
the way to the Arctic Circle. In 
Hango, "the first territory to fall be-
neath the sickle and hammer," she 
discovered "the fine hand of Ger-
many" in the capitulation of the 
Finns and in the brave nation's ac-
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ceptance of "even more d~astic terms 
than had been submitted in the first 
place." 
In June, 1940, Miss Cowles arrived 
in Paris just as Hitler's victorious 
Wehrmacht was entering the city. 
She took a hurried departure from 
the metropolis and, after traveling 
about in the southern part of the sad-
ly disrupted country, she reached the 
conclusion that "if the French people 
had had leaders of conviction and in-
tegrity, the debacle would nev'er have 
happened. Reynaud, a sincere and ac-
curate prophet, lacked the strong per-
sonality necessary to grip the popu-
lar imagination. His weakness became 
apparent when he finally threw in his 
hand and knuckled under to Petain." 
Back in England after many harry-
ing experiences, Miss Cowles saw the 
horrors of the fierce attacks made up-
on London by the Luftwaffe and 
found that "there was no break in 
the dam here as there had been in 
France." She concludes her brilliantly 
written book with an impassioned ap-
peal to her fellow-Americans to "rise 
up now in all our splendour and 
fight side by side with Great Britain." 
Important News 
THE AMERICAN AND HIS FOOD: 
A History of Food Habits in the 
United States. By Richard Osborn 
Cummings. University of Chicago 
Press, Chicago. 1941. 234 pages. 
$2.50. 
W E are all interested in food if only to appease our hunger or 
indulge our taste. Few of us, how-
ever, realize the full importance of 
the food we eat and its direct bear-
ing on the health and physical char-
acteristics of an individual or a na-
tion. 
Dr. Richard Osborn Cummings, of 
Lawrence College, has made a 
thoughtful study of food in America 
from 1789 to the present day. His 
book is a general survey of every 
phase of food consumption. From an 
entertaining description of the devel-
opment of customs and habits in eat-
ing he goe~ on to a more factual ac-
count of the influence of modern 
methods of transportation, refriger-
ation, canning, cold packing, and ad-
vertising in determining our food 
customs. 
Very illuminating to the layman is 
the discussion of ~he research workers' 
discoveries of nutritive elements, vi-
tamins, and minerals in food and the 
growing effort to publicize the neces-
sity of a balanced diet to maintain 
health. Especially interesting is the 
survey of the work of the federal gov-
ernment in the field of nutrition. 
The reader gains some idea of the 
social factors involved in malnutri-
tion and of the immense importance 
of the government's work in this 
field, not only to national defense 
but also in maintaining a decent lev-
el of nutrition for the mass of our 
people. 
Prof. Cummings writes his book in 
a factual, thoughtful style, interest-
ing, not because of its literary quali-
ties, but because the material he pre-
sents is valuable information. He 
gathers his knowledge from diaries, 
travel accounts, budgets, cookbooks, 
government documents, and newspa-
pers. Although the book is a very 
general survey, it presents a wealth 
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of reference material for the reader 
who is interested in pursuing some 
specific phase of the subject. 
Facts concerning the social signifi-
cance of the right food consumption 
are demonstrated in the large-scale 
experiments made in diet and nutri-
tion. In all tests, the upper economic 
level of wage-earners had the better 
diets since they could afford to de-
rive more of their calories from pro-
tective foods. In 1929, a prosperous 
year, it was estimated that only 30 
per cent of America's nonfarm famil-
ies had an income sufficient to pro-
vide an adequate diet at moderate 
cost as defined by the Government 
Bureau of Economics. In 1931 a sur-
vey of Kentucky families revealed 
that 11 per cent of the children in 
families using more than one quart 
of milk per capita a day were of 
short stature but 41 per cent of those 
using less than I pint per capita a 
day were below average height. Other 
experiments, too, indicate that the 
physical characteristic of height is 
altered by food and that diet directly 
affects groups suffering from heart 
illnesses, rheumatism, arthritis, gastro-
intestinal and nervous ailments. 
A thorough survey of families of 
city wage earners was made during 
1934-1937. About 4,000 records of 
food consumption, collected during 
one-week periods, were taken in dif-
ferent regions. Accepted standards of 
calories and of vitamin A, B1, C and 
G requirements were used. Out of 
every 100 families throughout the 
country only twenty-three had nutri-
tionally good diets; fifty-one had fair 
diets, and twenty-six o~t of 100 had 
poor diets. Generally, the poorer the 
family, the worse was the diet. Only 
27 per cent of the people in North 
Atlantic cities who spent $2.50. a week 
per person got good or fair diets for 
their money. All who spent $1.50 per 
week or less had poor diets. 
T HE author gives a brief survey of relief agencies during the depres-
sion and unemployment years and ex-
plains the current food-stamp plan. 
This plan, like others of the Federal 
Surplus Commodities Corporation, is 
a part of the general program to re-
lieve agriculture. Although it was de-
vised principally for the distribution 
of surplus farm products, it also 
serves to overcome malnutrition in 
low income groups. Prof. Cummings 
recognizes the difficulty in satisfying 
all the diverse elements in any 
scheme of subsidizing the consumer 
and is aware of the need for some 
plan which will help to relieve mal-
nutrition. He urges a carefully 
checked program of education in the 
significance of food choices since the 
food purchasing power of more than 
I ,000,000 people has been increased. 
What also seems to be needed at 
present is the production of more of 
particular kinds of food. This sug-
gestion is in line with current gov-
ernment action. A recent issue of 
Time calls attention to the govern-
ment's plan to produce less cotton 
and wheat and to increase the acreage 
in protective foods. Claude Wickard, 
Secretary of Agriculture, is asking the 
United States farmer to produce, in 
1942, 125,000,000,000 pounds of milk, 
an 11 per cent increase over 1941; 
between five and six million more 
head of hogs, and 10 per cent more 
52 The CRESSET 
green and leafy vegetables than in 
1941, and an increase of 10 per cent 
in poultry production. It remains to 
be seen whether the prices of these 
foods will remain low enough to en-
able the majority to purchase an ade-
quate supply-and high enough to 
induce the farmer to increase his 
production. 
T HE book does not describe the group projects that are being tried 
to help producer and consumer, such 
as the successful Co-operative Move-
ment. Enthusiastic supporters of this 
movement feel that it offers a practi-
cal plan for a sound society built on 
a co-operative rather than a competi-
tive basis. The School of Living, near 
Suffern, New York, offers another so-
lution of the problem. Home pro-
duction of food on small acreages is 
urged. The "school" teaches its stu-
dents how to produce the food at 
home-to grow vegetables, grains, and 
fruits; to care for and to raise poultry 
and animals; and to maintain the 
buildings in which they are housed. 
It instructs them how to prepare 
these products in the home-to mill 
the flour and bake the bread, to 
make cheese and churn butter; to 
preserve and can the vegetables and 
fruits-and even to weave cloth and 
to sew. 
We know that in our disrupted 
world of today the problem of ade-
quate food distribution, especially 
among low income groups, is a vitally 
important one and one that either 
the government or individual groups 
will have to solve. 
GEORGINE THEISS 
Decay 
THE SKIES OF EUROPE. By Fred-
eric Prokosch. Harper and Broth-
ers, New York and London. 1941. 
500 pages. $2.50. 
I N The Skies of Europe, as in his other novels, Mr. Prokosch holds 
the reader spellbound from the first 
to the last sentence, not by intricacy 
of plot or by dramatic suspense, but 
by the sheer poetry of his prose. He 
draws the reader into a more intense 
world, where ordinarily unnoticed 
details take on a new and rich signif-
icance. He creates a mood by the fall-
ing of a leaf, clarifies a situation by 
two goldfish in an amber bowl, and 
sharp I y defines a character by a livid 
scar. His description of place has a 
magic for creating in the reader a 
nostalgia for places unvisited: a 
golden harvest in Austria, the snow-
laden streets of a Christmas-gay Mu-
nich, the clamor of a dirty railway 
station in Paris. Even the most minor 
of his characters awakens the sym-
pathy of the reader: the tramp who 
sobs for his lost Sophonisbe; old one-
eyed Dubois, who, after a brief flare 
of rage, settles down once more to a 
daily game of chess with the lover of 
his wife, long dead; and the strange 
little Spaniard, who mourns all lost 
youth and beauty at the side of the 
dying young soldier. 
The major characters are finely 
drawn and many faceted. Saskia the 
mysterious, tender and brutal, com-
passionate and cruel, is completely in 
character both when she is deliber-
ately tormenting and when she re-
turns in humbleness and pride to 
the lover whom she has deceived. 
~--' 
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Alexis, the failure, fails once too often 
and succeeds only in murder. Diet-
rich, the mediocre young man to 
whom Hitler and his creed of racial 
superiority appeals, is suddenly of-
fered an artificially created superior-
ity which sets him above those more 
brilliant, clever, and likeable than he. 
Maria, on the other hand, is a simple 
peasant girl who gets what she wants 
in an amazingly simple way. 
The story is told through Philip, 
a young American journalist, travel-
ing through the capitals of Europe 
immediately before the outbreak of 
the present war. The plot is utterly 
simple, and follows the "boy meets 
girl, boy loses girl, boy gets girl" 
formula. The reader becomes so deep-
ly immersed in Philip's personality, 
however, that he too feels the elusive-
ness of the goal toward which the 
young journalist is groping. Nowhere 
can Philip find absolute good or ab-
solute evil. In the gemiltlich parlor of 
Frau Meyer in Munich there are shad-
ows, and in the filthy Spanish refu-
gee camp there is a hint of the sun. 
In Dietrich, a most unpleasant char-
acter, there is something fine; and in 
his mother, the gentle, unselfish, lov-
ing Frau Meyer, there is a darkening 
stain of anti-Semitism. Throughout 
Philip's wanderings in Germany, Aus-
tria, Spain, and Italy, there is but one 
constant: his love for and need of 
Saskia. And in the end, when all those 
he knew and loved are changed, when 
his entire world is gone and lost, he 
returns to a doomed Paris and finds 
Saskia awaiting him. At least she 
would be his forever. "Nothing would 
ever take her away again. Through 
fire and snow I'd follow her, through 
sickness and hunger, through city 
after city." 
Through Philip, Mr. Prokosch pic-
tures the decay of European civiliza-
tion. Everywhere values are changing, 
and not for the better. In France, 
bribery, corruption in high and petty 
officials, sexual license, and a general 
slackness of morals is everywhere evi-
dent. In Germany personal loyalty to 
friends of non-Aryan stock is a crime; 
and treachery, intolerance, brutality, 
and sadism are virtues. In Spain, 
brother kills brother, and women and 
children die by bombs without even 
knowing why. Philip wanders aimless-
ly from country to country seeking 
peace and happiness. At the end of 
the novel he finds only a poor substi-
tute: the love of a shop-worn girl. 
The comedy relief lies in Philip's 
brief and merry friendship with Ig-
nace, as delightful a scamp as ever 
swaggered through the pages of fic-
tion. He is an amoral man of great 
vulgarity, with a sense of fun as ex-
aggerated and obvious as his own 
long and humorous nose. Although 
he quotes passages of infinite beauty 
from the classics, he has had his body 
covered with obscene tattoos. It is 
with real regret that one hears his 
footsteps fading into the night, but 
it is with secret pleasure that one 
realizes that he is outdistancing the 
gendarmes who are in hot pursuit. 
The Skies of Europe is not a book 
to be read hurriedly for the story, 
but is rather one to linger over for 
the delight of seeing through Mr. 
Prokosch's eyes the unexpected signif-
icance, distressing or beautiful, to be 
found in the world. There is, for 
instance, a description of America 
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which is as lyric as any poem, and 
throughout the book there are 
phrases and passages that make one 
feel that here is perfection. The story 
of the decay of modern Europe has 
been told repeatedly during the past 
few years, but never before by a wri-
ter with the sensitivity and the mas-
tery of poetic prose that has been 
given to Mr. Prokosch. 
PATIERSON McLEAN FRIEDRICH 
Sombre Story 
SCUM OF THE EARTH. By Arthur 
Koestler. The Macmillan Company, 
New York. 1941. 279 pages. $2.50. 
AT the opening of this remarkable book, Mr. Koestler looks for and 
finds some measure of happiness and 
security in an abandoned chateau 
near the Italian boundary in the val-
ley of the Vesubie in France. At that 
time, late summer of 1939, creature 
comforts were still important. The 
author and his friend had looked 
long before he found a house which 
could accommodate both ·a sculptor 
who loved clamor and a noveli_st who 
needed quiet. Here he was happy 
even though the country-side was full 
of soldiers and the air full of the 
threats of the inevitable and quickly 
approaching war. At the dose of the 
book, Mr. Koestler finds some meas-
ure of happiness and security in a dif-
ferent setting. In a letter which he 
wrote after arriving in England, 
where he spent his first six weeks in 
prison, he said: "But the reason why 
I really did not mind was that all 
through those nights in Pentonville, 
in spite of being locked up during 
the air raids in a pitch-dark, second-
floor cell alone, I felt safe for the 
first time since the outbreak of the 
war." 
To the reader this change of atti-
tude toward the barest human needs, 
a roof and some food, is completely 
understandable. Mr. Koestler's expe-
riences on the continent, and partic-
ularly in France and Spain, were so 
harrowing and, above all, so humiliat-
ing that death by an enemy bomb on 
friendly soil had become infinitely 
preferable to any sort of existence in 
a country controlled by the Nazis. 
Mr. Koestler tells his story as one 
of the "scum of the earth," a term 
which today includes all those who 
by accident of birth or by an adher-
ence to a political, religious, or_ even 
personal ideal are cast out by, and 
find themselves at odds with, the ex-
isting powers. It is a sombre story, 
and a hopeless one for all but the 
very few who, like the author, man-
aged to escape. At present, most of 
the author's fellow-prisoners are still 
interned in France, dead by murder 
or suicide, or worst of all, in the 
hands of the Nazis. The descriptions 
of life in le Vernet, a prison camp 
for foreigners in France, are heart-
breaking. Although there is none of 
the extreme sadism so common in the 
Nazi camps, the authorities of le Ver-
net so brutally neglect their prison-
ers that only the strongest-willed 
among them do not sink into a state 
of animalism and complete degrada-
tion. Filth, disease, wretchedness, de-
spair, boredom, and misery are ever 
present, but not even when life .'Seems 
most unbearable does Mr. Koestler 
I 
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allow himself an orgy of self-pity. 
Although the book is highly personal, 
it rarely condemns personalities; it 
rather condemns and despairs of the 
whole unjust social and political 
system which allows concentration 
camps to exist. Throughout the book, 
however, there are flashes of humor 
and kindliness, which in the midst 
of so much misery and despair give 
evidence of some goodness even in 
the most depraved of men. 
The book is divided into five sec-
tions: "Agony," "Purgatory," "Apoc- · 
alypse," "Aftermath," and "Epilogue." 
The first section tells of the agony of 
waiting for arrest and internment in 
a prison camp; "Purgatory" is a de-
scription of life in such a camp; 
"Apocalypse" describes the complete-
ly chaotic state of France both before 
and immediately after the armistice; 
and "Aftermath" is a discussion of 
the causes of the collapse of France 
and a rather pessimistic glimpse into 
her future. The "Epilogue" consists 
of two short letters in which the au-
thor clarifies his position. In the first 
of these he says that he has joined the 
British Army to fight his own and 
England's enemy. He makes clear the 
war aims of the scum of the earth 
when he says: "No, I, and my like do 
not wish to die for Ottawa, nor for 
a third Versailles (the first dates 
from 1871) and the eternization of 
the European vendetta; nor for a 
peace which would be a declaration 
of war for the next generation." In 
the second letter, he makes clear 
what he and his kind are willing to 
die for: a state in which State Capi-
talism (State Socialism) plus Democ-
racy is the form of government. He 
says, "A new movement will have to 
arise in a new moral climate where 
the Means justifies the End and not 
vice-versa. The creation of this cli-
mate-that is what I imagine I am 
fighting for." 
Mr. Koestler's style is direct, smooth, 
and straightforward, and one feels 
that his main interest lies in the tell-
ing of his experiences in a precise 
and unbiased manner rather than in 
literary phrasing. The book is a fine 
piece of reporting by a novelist, jour-
nalist, and social thinker, and is rec-
ommended to all who want to know 
how those who make up the scum of 
the earth live, suffer, and die. And 
everyone should know. 
PATIERSON McLEAN FRIEDRICH 
A BRIEF GLANCJ: AT " RECENT PUBLICATIONS 
A SURVEY OF BOOKS 
WAR IN THE AIR 
By David Garnett. Doubleday, 
Doran & Co., Garden City, N. Y. 
1941. 292 pages. $3.50. 
T HIS book is written by one who is skilled both as a pilot and as a 
writer. David Garnett is known to 
Englishmen as the author of a num-
ber of stories in a lighter vein, also 
as the editor of the letters of T . E. 
Lawrence. In War in the Air Garnett 
uses his skilled pen not to entertain 
nor to give the reader secondhand 
thrills; but rather to arouse both the 
English and the American public to 
an understanding of the real situa-
tion. While working at the British 
Air Ministry the author came to the 
conclusion that "the chief obstacle to 
our war effort in the air has sprung 
from a lack of understanding of the 
real position by the public." He sur-
veys the air war in all its branches 
from the conquest of Poland up to 
May 1941. The author is realistic 
throughout. He acknowledges mis-
takes made by the British War Min-
istry; yet his purpose is not to blame 
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but to correct. In his vivid descrip-
tion of aerial combats with the Ger-
mans he writes quite objectively, with 
an evident desire to be fair to the 
foe. Not only wishful thinking but 
also undue boasting are absent. He 
tells of the terrific damage done by 
the Luftwaffe, but also takes proper 
credit for the R.A.F., for the mag-
nificent defense that has been devel-
oped. There is sufficient technical de-
tail in the book to give it special 
value for those who are interested in 
aerial combat. But the story is so well 
told that the interest of the uniniti-
ated reader will be held throughout. 
Among the chapter headings are: 
"The Air War in Norway," "The 
Conquest of Holland," "The Inva-
sion of France," "The Battle of Dun-
kirk," "Daylight Raids on Bri tain," 
and "The Night Bombing." The con-
cluding chapter bears the caption, 
"Help from the United States," and 
closes with these words: "My own 
belief is that the United States can 
play the decisive part in the war 
without formal participation in it. 
The more pilots who come to take a 
November 1941 57 
hand, like those of the Eagle Squad-
ron, or in units under their United 
States commanding officers, the bet-
ter. There is plenty of work for all." 
MY SISTER AND I 
The Diary of a Dutch Boy Refugee. 
By Dirk van der Heide. Translated 
by Mrs. Antoon Deventer. Har-
court, Brace and Company, New 
York. 1941. 95 pages. $1.00. 
FoR months past the song, "My Sis-ter and I," has enjoyed nation-
wide popularity. It has ranked high 
in the Hit Parade programs on the 
air lanes. I wonder how many of 
those who have sung or whistled the 
song have read the moving little 
book which inspired it. 
My Sister and I is the diary of a 
twelve-year-old Dutch boy. On the 
morning of May 8, 1940. Dirk van 
der Heide had no more pressing care 
than the writing of a short composi-
tion on the life of Erasmus. Mynheer 
van Speyck had asked that the paper 
be ready by Friday. But Dirk did not 
go to school on Friday, May 10, 1940. 
On that day began the bombing of 
Rotterdam; and Dirk and his small 
sister, Keetje, sat crouched in a damp 
and uncomfortable air raid shelter. 
Keetje cried a great deal; but Dirk 
was very brave-when the bombs did 
not strike too close by. Dirk and 
Keetje remained in the shelter for 
three interminable days. During this 
time some of the frail old people who 
had sought refuge in the shelter 
quietly closed their eyes and slipped 
away beyond the noise of screaming 
bombs and stuttering anti-aircraft 
guns. The small children, frightened 
and bewildered, gradually fell into a 
state of half-waking-never fully 
awake, never mercifully lost in sleep. 
"Some people prayed all the time, 
and some sang the national anthem, 
and some just sat and stared." On 
the second day the Rotterdam Chil-
dren's Hospital was bombed, and 
Dirk's mother perished with her help-
less charges. Dirk's influential Uncle 
Pieter finally succeeded in arranging 
passage to England for himself and 
for the children. They remained in 
Liverpool until their Uncle Klaas ob-
tained accommodations for them on 
a ship bound for America. They are 
now being cared for by relatives in 
the United States. They have not for-
gotten Rotterdam, and they still 
grieve for their mother. Every day 
and every night the children pray 
that their father be kept safe for 
them, so that one day they may go 
back to him. Their hearts are filled 
with love for America and for the 
people who have befriended them. 
"And there haven't been any bomb-
ings. Not one. And that is why Keetje 
and I are happy now." 
WAR IN THE LIGHT 
OF PROPHECY 
By Theodore Graebner. Concordia 
Publishing House, St. Louis. 1941. 
$1.00. 
I N his usual incisive style the well-known author exposes the falla-
cies and the vagaries of the manifold 
millennialists and prophetic date-set-
ters. The present work is a revision 
and an expansion of his earlier 
Prophecy and the War, which was 
published in 1918, with reference to 
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the fanciful claims made by the 
prophetic school of writers regarding 
the first World War. Sul?titles of the 
present volume are, "Was It Fore-
told?" and "A Reply to Modern Chil-
iasm." The list of works given in the 
bibliography reveals the wide read-
ing of the author on the subject of 
the Millennium. In the chapter en-
titled "Prediction and Prophecy" Dr. 
Graebner supplies sufficient material 
to train the reader in distinguishing 
between prognostications or forecasts 
on the one hand and true prophecy 
on the other. The chapters on "The 
Return of Israel," the "Antichrist," 
and "The Millennium" are samples 
of sound Scriptural interpretation 
and logical reasoning. While the 
book is sufficiently deep to satisfy the 
theologian, it is written in a style 
that will . interest the casual Bible 
student as well as the average reader 
who is seeking information on pres-
ent world conditions. The last chap-
ter, "How to Read Prophecy," is one 
that should be read by all who would 
learn how to apply the sacred Scrip-
tures to the ever changing panorama 
of the world. The author's conclu-
sions with respect to the first World 
War and the present conflict are 
clearly stated in his closing para-
graph: "The Christian Church fought 
her last decisive battle in Luther's 
day. In the first World War she was 
a horrified spectator, but not a par-
ticipant, except as an agent of mer-
cy; nor was Christian truth at stake. 
In the war now raging there are is-
sues at stake, in Stalinism, Fascism, 
and Nazism, which the Church rec-
ognizes as inimical to her program 
and to the lives of her ~embers. But 
the lines are not drawn between the 
Church and her enemies. Protestants 
and Catholics are fighting on all 
fronts. The Turk is allied with Eng-
land. The Church is not at a physical 
Armageddon. Her warfare is spiritual 
also in the sense that today her foes 
are in the field of false philosophy 
without and in apostate Modernism 
within, a condition which prevails in 
all lands. The present conflict has no 
Gog and Magog assailing the City of 
God. And this may be regarded as an 
explanation of the fact that, in spite 
of its significance to human society at 
large, to religion, and to the children 
of God, the war has not, so far as 
we can see in the light which we now 
have, been foretold in prophecy." 
YOU CAN'T DO BUSINESS 
WITH HITLER 
By Douglas Miller. Little, Brown 
and Company, Boston. 1941. 229 
pages. $1.50. 
D OUGLAS MILLER, who served as commercial attache to the Unit-
ed States Embassy in Berlin from 
1925 to 1939 and whom William L. 
Shirer has called the best-informed 
man on Germany in the American 
legation, is sure that a Hitler victory 
would be a dreadful calamity. It 
would completely disrupt our eco-
nomic life. Mr. Miller is convinced 
that the Nazis, who stand for "the 
principle of force instead of law," 
would, if victorious, "be able to con-
struct a scientific slave state in which 
they retain for themselves all possi-
bilities of military action, all control 
over industrial operations, and in 
which they will be able to achieve a 
November 1941 59 
monopoly of scientific and technical 
knowledge." You Can't Do Business 
with Hitler is worthy of careful study 
by the men and the women of the 
United States. Mr. Miller asserts that 
Hitler's far-reaching plans can be 
frustrated by decisive action on our 
part. "I have known literally thou-
sands of Germans," he says, "in gov-
ernment and private circles. I never 
met one who was fully confident of 
the success of the Nazi experiment." 
THE VENABLES 
By Kathleen Norris. Doubleday, 
Doran & Company, Inc., Garden 
City, New York. 1941. 462 pages. 
$2.50. 
K ATHLEEN NORRIS' publicity blurbs almost invariably call her 
"America's best-loved novelist." One 
of these days I shall yield to an over-
powering but hitherto repressed urge 
to ask, "Sez who?" Mrs. Norris long 
ago dedicated her busy pen to the 
theme of everyday living in the 
American home. The Venables car-
ries on in the familiar tradition. We 
learn in intimate detail the problems 
which harass Willie Venable, her 
children, her relatives, her friends, 
and her acquaintances. We are told 
what they eat-down to the last to-
mato and hunk of cheese; what they 
wear-even unto the simple garments 
which, for Mrs. Norris, invariably 
fade to a lovely, soft color quite un-
attainable by ordinary mortals. We 
are admitted to the most remote cor-
ners of the minds of her characters; 
and we are invited to share with 
them the hopes and the fears, the 
aspirations and the dreams, which 
spring from the innermost recesses 
of the heart. 
THE MISSIONS OF 
CALIFORNIA 
By Will Connell. Hastings House, 
New York. 1941. 105 pages. $2.00. 
T HIS book makes no pretense at being a history: it is an album 
of photographs by a man who takes 
a deep personal interest in what he 
presents. His subject matter is the 
twenty-one missions established by 
the Franciscans in California in the 
years from 1769 to 1823. They form 
a chain six hundred miles long from 
San Diego to Sonoma. A varied his-
tory lies behind them-of religious 
and cultural work among the In-
dians, secularization by Mexican gov-
ernors, earthquake, fire, and vandal-
ism. They are today in varying states 
of repair and restoration, as parish 
churches, museums, and ruins. The 
book follows them in order from 
south to north. Its 160 illustrations 
select views of great variety, some for 
their beauty and some for their in-
terest: exteriors and interiors; clois-
tered walks and gardens; shrines, 
altars, and art treasures; architec-
tural details, antiques, and curiosities. 
A foreword and brief textual mate-
rial bind the photographs together 
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Each month THE CRESSET presents a check list 
of important articles in leading magazines which 
will be of interest to our readers 
Fortune 
WHERE DO WE GO 
FROM HERE? 
By Geoffrey Crowther 
Mr. Crowther is editor of the 
London Economist~ and the prob-
lem to which he addresses him-
self is this: Political democracy 
has been a success, economic de-
mocracy a failure. What changes 
can be brought about in our eco-
nomic system to make it truly 
democratic and thereby to offset 
the appeal of the Axis' New Or-
der? Crowther believes that the 
trouble with the democracies has 
been that they have had no con-
sistent economic policy but have 
operated on a haphazard mixture 
of Freedom (laissez fa ire) and Or-
der (governmental control) . In-
stead of this mixture he proposes 
a balance between the two prin-
ciples, of such a nature that the 
government assume responsibility 
for such vital social activities as 
the feeding of the people, in these 
fields subordinating the profit mo-
tive to humanitarian considera-
tions, while, on the other hand, 
giving free sway to the profit mo-
tive in the remaining half or so 
of the economic territory. Crow-
ther does well in providing in his 
plan that, in return for the added 
rights and securitie& which the 
scheme settles on the average cit-
izen, he be held to conform to a 
"bill of duties" and obligations to 
society. More emphasis on duties 
is sadly needed. "In this respect 
both the Nazis and the Commu-
nists have been better democrats 
than we." The whole article will 
bear attentive reading. How the 
plan- a compromise arrange-
ment, intended to save a restrict-
ed form of capitalism- would 
work out in practice, it is hard 
to say. 
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THE WOOING OF BRAZIL 
The U. S. is courting Brazil 
most energetically and furiously, 
, but much of the high-pressure ef-
fort is mere waste motion. The 
flood of good-will ambassadors 
rushing in and out of Rio, rang-
ing from Douglas Fairbanks, Jr., 
to sixteen-year-old Bobby Gal-
lagher, has led to such a point of 
saturation that Oswaldo Aranha, 
Brazil's Foreign Minister, has 
wearily cracked, "One more good-
will mission and Brazil will de-
clare war on the U. S. A." Nor 
did the great Nelson Rockefeller, 
good-will ambassador par excel-
lence, do the cause any good by 
spending $100,000 of American 
tax money on a newspaper cam-
paign in which he tried to put 
over good will as cool cigarettes 
are put over in this country. What 
is really needed to cement good 
relations between the Brazilians 
and us is that American business-
men take intelligent measures to 
meet Brazilian needs and condi-
tions when dealing with Brazil-
ians. The Germans and the Brit-
ish have long ago learned to do 
that. Most American firms have 
in the past been too provincial to 
accommodate their South Amer-
ican customers in this way and 
are making no progress in that 
direction now. The few U. S. 
concerns which have organized 
their efforts around Brazil's spe-
cific needs and conditions, notably 
the Singer Sewing Machine Com-
pany, Ford, and General Motors, 
have had excellent results in the 
Brazilian market and have proved 
to the natives that some "Yank-
ees" after all have sense. 
The Atlantic Monthly 
ROOSEVELT AGAINST HITLER 
By Gerald W. johnson 
One of the editors of the Bal-
timore Sun analyzes the two 
champions now squared off in the 
ring of the world history. Both 
men began in positions strangely 
similar. Coming to power in 
March, 1933, Roosevelt and Hit-
ler took over countries disinte-
grating economically and socially. 
Both men also agreed that "the 
sacredness of private property is 
not absolute but is conditioned 
on the safety of the nation." Hav-
ing established this as a working 
thesis the two men began to re-
habilitate their countries. How 
they went about it and what they 
accomplished is graphically de-
scribed. The profound difference 
between Roosevelt and Hitler is 
analyzed. Roosevelt will never 
submit to Hitler's domination, 
Gerald W. Johnson maintains, 
and, of course, Hitler will have to 
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AIR POWER ENDS ISOLATION 
By Major Alexander P. De Seversky 
One of the world's greatest 
aeronautical designers lets loose 
some bitter blasts against Amer-
ica's military and naval official-
dom. Claiming that our strategists 
are deliberately ignoring the of-
fensive and defensive value of 
Air Power, Major Seversky looks 
far into the future and says that 
we have seen just the beginning 
of aerial conflict. The new strate-
gy of war is destruction rather 
than occupation. Within five years 
circumglobular navigation will 
be an accepted fact. If that is so, 
then every major industrial Amer-
ican city will be subject to inten-
sive, destructive bombardment. 
Major Seversky pleads for greater 
alertness in our military and na-
val officialdom to these facts. He 
ends the article with a plea that 
the United States should become 
the Air Power of the world. 
. Alarming reading. 
PROPHETS OF DOOM 
By Archibald MacLeish 
One of America's great poets 
analyzes the interesting problem 
why the middle-aged are the 
prophets of doom. This genera-
tion, to which Mr. MacLeish be-
longs, unhesitatingly believes that 
our pattern of life is determined 
by "Economic Law or Historical 
Necessity or Psychological Com-
I, __ _ 
pulsion." Everything in life is 
predetermined. "The Greeks 
learned the will of fate by oppos-
ing to it their own wills, deter-
mining for themselves, by their 
own defeats, by their own experi-
ence, what limits are placed upon 
the freedom of men ..... Our gen-
eration ascertained the will of 
fate .... by searching it out in 
order that we might yield to it, 
and by yielding then not only our 
responsibilities but our will." 
This analysis of the frustration 
and defeat in so much of Amer-
ican life is brilliantly done. Need-
less to say, MacLeish utters a clar-
ion call for a renewed sense of in-
dividual responsibility. 
Harper's 
EDUCATION FOR FREEDOM 
By Robert Maynard Hutchins 
Although President Hutchins 
does not say anything different 
from what he has been saying 
about the follies of our educa-
tional system, he does say it with 
lightning-like brilliance in this 
summary. From much that is 
quotable we select the following 
as particularly important: "But, 
you say, the family and the 
church are losing their grip ..... 
I venture to suggest that if we 
wish to restore the family and the 
church to their pristine vigor we 
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shall not do it by depriving them 
of their functions. One reason 
why they have developed some 
tendency to anaemia may be that 
we think the school can do what 
they have done. The school can't. 
The school's attempt to perform 
the duties of the family and the 
church simply means that it will 
fail in its own proper task and in 
theirs too." 
A VILA CAMACHO OF 
MEXICO 
By ] ohn Gunther 
This is more than a portrait 
of the President of Mexico. It is 
an interesting glimpse into the 
present political situation of the 
country as well as into the back-
ground of the last presidential 
campaign and election. "Mexico 
has had enough of flamboyance, 
confusionismo and political hair-
pulling. Friends of Camacho hope 
that he will give the country the 
most prosaic administration in 
its history." 
THE GREAT DEFENSE 
MIGRATION 
By Blair Bolles 
T his article discusses the knot-
ty problems involved in the pres-
ent migration to the centers of de-
fense activity. The government 
estimates that 1,500,000 migrants 
are "on the go." Cities near fac-
tories of defense industries or 
large camps are suddenly faced 
with a large increase in popula-
tion. The smaller cities are par-
ticularly hard hit. Added facili-
ties for housing, sanitation, and 
schooling are urgent and who is 
to pay the bill? Other factors in 
the problem are the attitude of 
the citizens toward these outsid-
ers, their fears of what may hap-
pen when the let-down comes, 
and the settlement laws which in 
most states exclude the migrants 
from the provisions made for the 
needy. The Church, too, must re-
main alive to the implications of 
this problem for its work now 




THE CRESSET evaluates one of the world's most powerful forces. 
First of all, I should like to tell 
"the anonymous one" who wrote 
the motion picture column for 
the September issue of THE CREs-
SET that there is a worse fate than 
not being able to get to a theatre 
to see a movie. I found that it can 
be infinitely more painful to be 
forced to see eight or ten samples 
of current film fare in the hope 
of getting enough copy to fill a 
few pages. 
The third week of the month 
assigned to this reviewer found 
me so desperate for material that 
I even sat through the perform-
ance of a "hot" band (we are 
having an epidemic of "name" 
bands in our town) just to see a 
first-run picture. 
That reminds me. I wonder if 
the music editor of THE CRESSET 
knows what a "paradiddle" is. 
Dollars to doughnuts he doesn't 
- in spite of the fact that "para-
diddle" is a musical term. I hast-
en to admit that the suitability 
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of the term "musical" is debat-
able. At any rate, I saw and heard 
Paradiddle Joe in person. And, 
speaking of bands, wouldn't it be 
wonderful if the 0. P. M. sent 
out an urgent call for superfluous 
brass? 
Now to tell you about the pic-
tures I saw during the very dreary 
month of September. The best of 
the lot was 
CHARLEY'S AUNT 
(20th Century-Fox) 
Directed by Archie Mayo 
The original stage version of 
Charley's Aunt had its first per-
formance in London in 1892. 
Since that time it has been played 
by Broadway casts, road compa-
nies, Little Theatre groups, and 
high school amateurs. It has been 
translated into eighteen languages 
and has earned about $25,000,000 
for the author-Brandon Thomas 
-and for his heirs. 20th Century-
Fox paid $125,000 for the film 
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rights to the farce and then as-
sembled a top-layer cast to enact 
the old-fashioned but highly 
diverting plot. Jack Benny in 
skirts and a wig is uproariously 
funny. Kay Francis, Arleen Whe-
lan, Ann Baxter, Laird Cregar, 
Richard Haydn, Jimmy Ellison, 
Reginald Owen, and Edmund 
Gwenn join forces to give us one 
of the most hilarious comedy of-
ferings of the year. 
Next there was 
RINGSIDE MASIE 
(M~G-M) 
Directed by Edwin Marin 
Ann Sothern is a clever actress; 
she is able to invest the character 
of hard-boiled Masie Rarier with 
real charm; she makes us feel that 
a cynical exterior is simply pro-
tective coloring for a generous 
spirit and a well-balanced sense 
of moral integrity. The plot of 
Ringside Masie, the fifth picture 
in the Masie series, is trite and 
paclted with sentimental hokum. 
The cast is excellent. Robert Ster-
ling, a promising newcomer on 
the M -G-M lot, and George M ur-
phy, who is a fine dancer and a 
capable actor, share the leading 
male roles. Maxie Rosenbloom, 
Margaret Moffat, and Natalie 
Thompson are good in support-
ing spots. 
And now we are 
IN THE NAVY 
(Universal) 
Directed by Arthur Lubin 
If you like the mad antics of 
Bud Abbott and Lou Costello, 
)OU will enjoy In the Navy. If you 
do not, give your money to the 
U. S. 0.; for without Abbott and 
Costello there just wouldn't be 
any picture. Dick Powell is handi-
capped by a role which is too ane-
mic to be interesting, and Claire 
Dodd doesn't fare much better in 
the part of the enterprising news-
paper girl. The co-operation of 
the United States Navy lends col-
or as well as substance to the film 
and goes far to redeem it from 
hopeless mediocrity. 
Let's leave the navy and see 
MANPOWER 
(Warner Bros.) 
Directed by Raoul Walsh 
Three of Hollywood's best-
known stars head the cast of this 
tawdry, rough-and-tumble melo-
drama. Marlene Dietrich, Edward 
G. Robinson, and George Raft 
are the principals in the familiar, 
unsavory triangle of wife, hus-
band, and best friend. The prob-
lems which perplex them are fi-
nally solved by the husband's 
death after his fall from a power 
tower, and the story ends on a 
note of happiness for the survi-
vors. The fine photography in 
Manpower deserves wholehearted 
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applause; but the spirited dia-
logue is too often decidedly off-
color. Isn't everyone becoming a 
bit bored and more than a little 
disgusted with cheap double-talk? 
For a breath of fresh air we 
turn to 
LIFE BEGINS FOR ANDY 
HARDY 
(M-G-M) 
Directed by George B. Seitz 
A few years ago M-G-M made 
an experiment. At relatively small 
cost they produced a family pic-
ture. Mickey Rooney was chosen 
to represent the average Ameri-
can 'teen-age boy, and his adven-
tures in everyday-living were fash-
ioned into a simple story, free 
from exaggerations and heroics. 
The result? A smash hit-and the 
beginning of the popular Andy 
Hardy series. The Hardy family 
has become an institution; mo-
tion picture audiences everywhere 
have laughed with and at young 
Andy. In Life Begins for Andy 
Hardy we find an overconfident 
Andy ready to try his own wings 
and to brave the dangers of the 
big city. The world is his oyster, 
and he is just the boy to crack it. 
He soon discovers that fledgling 
wings are not strong enough to 
carry him far from the nest. 
Charming young Judy Garland is 
a newcomer in the Hardy cast; 
Lewis Stone, Fay Holden, and 
Sara Radon are, as always, Judge 
Hardy, Mrs. Hardy, and Aunt 
Milly. 




Directed by Leslie Selander 
This film has genuine enter-
tainment value. The slightly mod-
ernized version of an old stage 
favorite, it recreates a stirring 
page from the story of the old 
West. The direction is excellent, 
and a well-chosen cast keeps the 
characterizations simple and 
plausible. Rich.ard Dix has lost 
none of his fine acting ability, 
and the work of co-star Preston 
Ji'oster is intelligent and efficient. 
Radio fans will be surprised and 
delighted to see that able announ-
cer Don Wilson is also a good 
actor. Patricia Morrison, Ruth 
Donelly, and little Betty Brewer 
appear in the leading feminine 
roles. 
I found the mystery of the 
month in 
DEAD MEN TELL 
(20th Century-Fox) 
Directed by Harry Lachman 
Another in the Charlie Chan 
series of mystery yarns. The char-
acter of the clever Chinese detec-
tive, Charlie Chan, was created 
some years ago by the well-known 
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novelist, Earl Derr Biggers, and 
was brought to the screen by 
"\1\Tarner Oland. Since Mr. Oland's 
death Sidney Toler has success-
fully carried on the impersona-
tion of the Honorable Mr. Chan, 
who, in his own quiet and effi-
cient way, demonstrates over and 
over again that murder will out 
and that the way of the transgres-
sor is hard. The plot for Dead 
Men Tell is carefully worked out, 
and the air of fear and suspense 
carries through, without a break, 
to the ultimate unmasking of the 
murderer. 
Last on my list is 
PRIVATE NURSE 
(20th Century-Fox) 
Directed by David Birton 
This is best described as a very 
large serving of ham with a gen-
erous side order of corn. The story 
is ridiculous, and the acting is 
bad. There is not a spark of gen-
uineness or sincerity in the entire 
picture, and every scene is out-
rageously overplayed. Jane Dar-
well is a fine actress; but here she 
is lost in a well of treacle. Brenda 
Joyce, Sheldon Leonard, and Rob-
ert Lowery share her fate. 
As for me-well, I hope to have 
better luck next time. 
God's Love 
This heart was like a harbor, dry and bare; 
A hostile wall was holding back the sea, 
And stranded vessels with their shrinking sides 
And listless sails lay bare and hopelessly. 
But, thanks to God, the ocean of His love 
Without cessation beat against the wall 
Until it broke the barrier of this heart 






The Motion Picture 
Sir: 
The first time I read THE CRESSET's 
anonymous feature article, "Motion 
Pictures," I became so fascinated by 
the author's candid, highly readable 
analyses of just those movies one 
hears about most often that I deter-
mined then and there to follow up 
· this column in future issues of your 
magazine. Now, after reading these 
reviews the second, third and fourth 
times, I am still so delighted with 
them that I must write and tell you 
of my reactions with the hope that 
whoever the author is, he might hear 
a little of the praise he deserves. 
Despite repeated warnings which I 
have heard people sound against mo-
tion pictures, I must admit, like many 
others, that I still find myself in the 
theater rather frequently. Drama has 
always interested me, and, besides, 
movies are conveniently located, 
prices are usually reasonable, and 
weather conditions never interfere. 
The column, "Motion Pictures," is 
really opening my eyes to something 
I sensed only very vaguely before-
that sin is flashed on the screen so 
subtly today that many times one is 
hardly even jarred by some of the 
most wicked deeds committed. 
I not only appreciate reading Chris-
tian analyses of movies which I have 
seen or plan to see, but the column 
is accomplishing something else for 
me: it is building up in me certain 
esthetic standards which enable me 
to evaluate more objectively any pic-
ture which I may see. I am deeply 
grateful to THE CRESSET and sincerely 
hope that all our people, especially 
young folks like myself, will read the 
column "Motion Pictures." 
RUTH BRETSCHER 
St. Louis, Missouri 
Sir: 
Last month your movie critic was 
crying salty tears into his ... er ... 
sauerkraut because "It is quite under-
standable that the production of 
movies is known as an industry, ra-
ther than as an art .. ~ it is an indus-
try ... " Since such seems to be the 
case, why does THE CRESSET, which 
terms itself "a review of literature, 
the arts, and public affairs," retain a 
movie critic on its staff? The space 
might be utilized to far better advan-
tage. 
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Most of the movies have been to 
our theatres and gone again by the 
time a review of them is presented in 
your magazine. Does your critic have 
no influence in Hollywood? He 
should attend premieres there. 
I think that every intelligent reader 
of your publication is capable of 
judging for himself whether or not a 
motion picture is worth his time by 
I 
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reading the review of it in his local 
newspaper or favorite popular maga-
zine. These reviews are usually by 
individuals who have a thorough 
knowledge of drama and the movie 
technique. They are competent cri-
tics. 
The general tone of your review-
er's comments seems to indicate that 
he would prefer more education and 
spiritual uplift in movies. The mo-
tion picture is intended primarily 
for entertainment, and very rarely 
are we educated or inspired at the 
moment we are being entertained. 
There are universities and stereopti-
con lectures to accomplish the for-
mer, and religion, the fine arts and 
philosophy to accomplish the latter. 
This is no inditement against your 
reviewer. The gentleman, no doubt, 
is doing his best with the task as-
signed him. However, it is a criticism 
of you gentlemen for dragging into 
your publication a quite superfluous 
department. 
YEHUDI Y ABLONOI 
Middletown, U. S. A. 
[En. NOTE: An interesting point. 
There are, however, several fallacies 
in the reasoning of the subscriber 
who signs himself Yehudi Yablonoi. 
Anyone who believes that the aver-
age newspaper critic of the movies is 
a competent critic, especially of their 
moral value, is far more charitable 
than the editors of THE CRESSET. Fur-
thermore the motion pictures are 
both an "art, and an "industry." So, 
for that matter, is the business of 
writing and publishing books. We 
still believe that the motion picture 
is an art form which is displaying 
all the symptoms of a prolonged and 
somewhat deplorable infancy. Nor 
can we understand how a journal 
which must review all phases of the 
contemporary scene can possibly ig-
nore one of the most powerful cul-
tural factors in the modern world.] 
King James English 
To the Editor: 
In the August issue of THE CREs-
SET Mr. Hansen speaks eloquently 
about the Bible and its beneficent in-
fluence on human society (pp. 13-14). 
Well and good! Perhaps even the 
tongues of angels are not able ade-
quately to express what this sin-
stained and grief-stricken world owes 
to the enlightening and transform-
ing power of the Bible. But with 
Mr. Hansen's almost worshipful re-
gard for the King 1 ames Version and 
with his skepticism with respect to 
the new revision of the King 1 ames 
Version which is now under way, this 
reader of THE CRESSET finds himself 
in utter disagreement. 
I believe it is high time that the 
King 1 ames Version be replaced by 
a new English translation whose dic-
tion and style would be as simple and 
forthright as the diction and style of 
the languages in which the Old and 
New Testament books were original-
ly written. I welcome every new trans-
lation. I buy a good number of them. 
It invariably does my heart good to 
note that the English language of our 
day is sufficiently rich in vocabulary 
and sufficiently plastic and pliable in 
syntactical constructions to render in-
to intelligible English passages which 
the King 1 ames Version leaves large-
----~' 
--, 
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ly, if not entirely, obscure. The other 
evening my boy, aged thirteen, tried 
to memorize Phil. 3, 12. When I saw 
him wrestling with the language of 
that passage and its syntactical diffi-
culties, I said to myself, "Why must 
a child in this age be held to memo-
rize such English?" I firmly believe 
that it is not in the interest of the 
Kingdom to dote on the literary mer-
its of the King James Version. What 
we need, need desperately, need more 
than a graded catechism series, need 
more than a revision and enrichment 
of the liturgy, need more than devo-
tional booklets, need more than pop-
ular commentaries, is a translation of 
the Bible into the language in which 
we were born and which we speak, 
a translation which, though it turn 
out to be blunt in places and lack 
the delicate nuances of a Coverdale, 
will be one in which the modern 
American boy and girl of the sev-
enth and eighth grade will feel at 
horne and which adults will read with 
ever growing love and devotion. 
I regret that an associate of the 
staff of THE CRESSET answered his 
questions, "Will the King James Ver-
sion ever be supplanted? Should it 
be supplanted?" in the negative, by 
declaring, "I don't think so-l find 
little merit in the arguments of those 
who favor drastic revision." I regret, 
too, that he regards it a "folly" to 
try to supplant the Authorized Ver-
sion with new versions. 
God does not change. His Word 
does not change. But translations 
change. They serve their day. And 
though that day may sometimes ex-
tend into centuries, old translations 
must ultimately yield to new versions. 
My prayer is that God may speed the 
day when Protestant Christendom in 
America will be blessed with the gift 
of a new English version of the Bible, 
a version which will in the course of 
years prove itself a worthy successor 
to the King James Version. I pray 
the time may soon be here when 
people may no longer rightfully chal-
lenge us, "I don't read many portions 
of the Bible because I don't under-
stand the language." 
St. Louis, Missouri 
Defense of Rugg 
Sir: 
M. CHERBERT 
A correspondent from New Haven, 
Indiana, criticizes the review of the 
book That Men May Understand by 
Harold Rugg. He concludes that the 
reviewer is attempting to shield the 
author. But why not shield a man 
who has been unjustly attacked? The 
reviewer examines Dr. Rugg's tenets 
of education, for which he has been 
attacked, and finds them to be com-
patible with a genuine Christian 
faith. 
May I suggest that the correspon-
dent from New Haven study not only 
the theory of progressive education 
but also its actual practice in the 
classroom? The best book on the sub-
ject to my knowledge is The Enter-
prise in Theory and Practice) by Do-
nalda Dickie (W. J. Gage, Toronto). 
It is a challenge to elementary school 
teachers. 
RUTH WEICHEL 
Elmira, Ontario, Canada 
§INCE this is an anniversary is- as during the coming holiday 
sue of THE CRESSET the time season. 
seemed opportune for a restate-
ment of our fundamental objec-
tives. In addition the passing of 
''"'' ,.-..:. 
Our guest reviewers this month 
time has brought 
with it certain 
problems which 
needed clarifica-
tion. We should 
be particular I y 
grateful if our 
readers will com-
ment on the ma-
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Friedrich (Scum 
of the Earth and 




Lamp '"'' "It may be well 
Our business 
manager informs 
us that the An-
nual Subscription 
Campaign is now 
well under way. 
Year after year 
THE CRESSET has 
PROBLEMS 
to call attention 
to a paragraph 
in "The Pilgrim" 
this month in 
which we refer to 
the fact that at 
least two current 
best sellers will 
not be reviewed. 
CONTRIBUTORS 
FINAL NOTES 
registered an increase in its sub-
scription list. This has been large-
ly due, we believe, to the gracious 
advertising which our readers 
themselves have given the jour-
nal. It is our hope that we shall 
gain many new subscribers dur-
ing the present campaign as well 
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Since our subscribers occasional-
ly inquire about certain books 
this explanation may be of value. 
'"'' ,......_ Poetry this month is contrib-
uted by Roland Ryder-Smith (Re-
membering Emerson) and Lydia 
Hobart (God's Love). 
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